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Summary 


David is just a young man, living on a farm in Israel herding his sheep. That is until one day, 
the prophet Samuel visits him and crowns him king. 

Small problem: Saul is still on the throne. 

Another problem: David starts to fall in love with Sauls son 


This story follows David from a young boy to- threat to Saul's kingship- and in love with 
Jonathan. 


I wrote this bad boy years ago during a hyperfixation and now i don't know what to do with 
it. I Actually read the bible for this and did like... research... 

Hopefully someone out there likes this! Cause these are some months of my life i'm never 
getting back... 


Sheperd 


“David, come here!” 


David halted in his tracks, his mum sounded mad, it would be wise to do as she said. He gave 
the wide plains one last, longing look before caving and running back to Nizevet who stood 
with her arms wide to pick him up and carry him home. 


“Can I stay outside? Pretty please? Home is smelly and loud. And none of the others are nice 
to me...” 


“Oh, sweetie, they love you really, and the smell is not so bad. It’s just your father after 
working out.” 


David scrunched up his nose to show what he thought of that. “But outside is fun!” 


“Outside is dangerous at night. There are lions out this time of day, I already let you play for 
longer than I should have.” 


“But...” 


“Enough of this David. If you promise not to complain anymore I will tell you a good 
bedtime story alright?” 


“Hmm,” David hummed, unconvinced he let his mum carry him off without further protest. 


Home was safe, Nizevet was right about that. There were walls made of stone and a roof 
made of clay and wood. There were sheepskins to sit on and a fireplace to warm yourself on 
when the desert got cold at night. It was protected and comfortable. 


David understood all of this but this reasoning did not help him much when his whole body 
screamed, confined, smelly, loud. 


Sure inside is good, but have you considered outside? He thought. 


Jesse was sitting next to the fireplace, David’s father had eight sons to his name, including 
David who was the youngest of them all. Next to that were two girls. The oldest of the sisters 
were busy trying to get everyone to eat their food without spilling all over the new 
sheepskin. 


Nizevet winked at David while he looked at the teenagers running around. It’s not that he 
didn’t like running around. But his few years of experience had taught him that there was no 
possibility for him to keep up with the others, he felt left out. 


It was only after the chaos had died down and everyone was calmly sitting with their food 
that his mum began to tell the story. 


She rasped her throat and looked around as the last edges of conversation fell silent. Nizevet 
smiled “I have been thinking what story to tell you kids tonight...” 


“Please not creation please not creation...” The younger sister Abigail was sitting cross 
legged in the back and whispered this with her eyes closed, soft enough that it wasn’t evident 
who had spoken. Nizevet shook her head disappointedly. 


“What is wrong with creation?” 

“Nothing.” She said, voice high, “it’s just... we all know that one already.” 
Nizevet chuckled and nodded “Point taken.” 

“T don't,” David piped up. “I want to hear about creation!” 

“Ugh, it’s simple, El came, said stuff should exist and now we exist.” 
“Hey, that is disrespectful!” 

“Sorry dad...” 


Nizevet spoke up again, “David, if you want I will happily tell you the story of creation some 
other time. For now I had something else in mind.” And before anyone could interrupt her 
story again she took off on her story. 


“As we all know Israel has been led by El since Moses brought us back here from Egypt. He 
gave us our rules and land to live on. Ever since him we have been ruled by El whose wishes 
came to fruition through the hands of the prophets. Samuel right now. But there has been 
unrest in the villages. Samuel was a wise man and he knew how to appease El, but a prophet 
does not know how to rule a kingdom. The army has been weakening while our enemies are 
getting stronger. Looting village’s, taking women and children and all our food. 


“People are scared that when he goes to the world below there will be no good heir. None of 
his sons are anywhere near as good as he is. 


“One day Samuel will step down from his place as a ruler. One day, someone will take his 
place. And it will either be one of his wretched son’s or: A king.” 


The adult to-near adults in the room gave little to no reaction, they already knew this. The 
younglings however gave each their own gasp. 


“A king! But how will a king be able to guide us? Kings have no connection to El. Warriors 
are tainted with the blood of their enemies.” The same sister who previously complained 
about the story said all of this within one breath before looking around as if asking for 
approval. There was little reaction to her words and she slumped back down. 


Nizevet’s eyes sparkled “You speak with great insight Abigail. A warrior king might stray us 
away from El but he will keep us alive, make us strong. And how can we follow El if we’re 
dead? It is a scary thin rope to dance in the times we have to come. To find a ruler that can 
both follow the true path and keep us healthy and alive.” 


“So, who becomes the king then?” David piped up making Rachel grin again. “The story has 
not come to unfold yet, dear. It might take a very long time for it to do so.” 


“But then how do we know how it ends?” 
“You will know because you will get to live this story.” 


David frowned but the others began to chatter again, drowning out his questions. ““Who do 
you guys think it is?” Abinadab, one of the brothers asked. 


“Maybe dad will take the throne, we will be royals!” 


Someone stood up on his chair and wrapped a fine cloth around his shoulders. “We will be so 
rich! you would buy us all our own horses right dad?” 


Jesse laughed at the enthusiasm of his children. “If that comes to pass I will buy you each 
your own house ! But before you get too excited I will say that I hope it is someone else. I 
know next to nothing about warfare and ruling. You people are exhausting enough to be in 
charge of. Besides,” He pulled his wife closer, “I have everything I could ever want right here 
within arm’s reach...” 


“Blech!” The kids yelled out before continuing their heavy debate. 


“T think Saul should be king.” The oldest son, Elihab spoke up at last. Everyone shut their 
mouth and looked at him, eyes wide with respect. He was their leader right below their mum 
and dad. 


“He is the strongest greatest of us, he has fought many armies and will bring us the surest 
victory.” 


There was general nodding amongst the kids, they hadn’t put much thought to it at all but 
Elihab made a lot of sense. 


“T heard he can crush a man’s skull with his bare hands.” David looked up, surprised that the 
room had been quiet enough for his muttered words to actually be heard. Everyone looked at 
him and he was half-regretting his decision to speak. 


Thankfully, Elihab nodded in approval “Exactly, a strong man who does what has to be done 
in order to bring health and wellness to the people right mum?” He turned to Nizevet who 
was considering his words, 


“T suppose he would do fine. He is the obvious choice, but then, Saul is not exactly known 
for his pious following of El’s teachings is he?” 


“We could do with a strong leader now and then, no use is following El if we’re all dead and 
in a ditch. You said it yourself” 


“That is not what I said at all, but I see your point... Let’s just hope Samuel makes a good 
decision.” 


“Elohim through Samuel” Jesse gently corrected her. 


“Sure” 


The evening made room for the night and everyone got up to do their own things until David 
was one of the few left around the hearth. He was bouncing a little in his place while looking 
up at his mum with eyes full of anticipation. 


“Oh that’s right, I promised you another story huh?” 
“Yes, Creation you said” 


“You know, I didn't promise to do it today, But if you are nice and quiet, And the others don’t 
object I will tell you.” She looked around the room at impassive faces. The girls were 
huddled in a corner doing handiwork and talking about things David already knew he 
couldn’t care less about. Most of the guys were gone to play outside or do their own thing. 
Nobody objected. 


“Right, Creation” Nizevet said and picked up a cup of water to take a sip. “Have you ever 
wondered what the world looked like before today?” She began asking. 


David shook his head, no he hadn't he had kinda always assumed things had always just 
existed in this exact way. It felt foolish now. 


“Well, in a time so long ago it is impossible for any of us to fathom... A world was created. 
El was flying over the waters and he spoke the first words, Let light and dark be separate. He 
made the world the way we know it today, us humans in the middle, angels and heavenly 
creatures in the realm above us, so far nobody can get there. and below us the realm of the 
dead.” She pauses. “That is where my husband lives, that is where all our ancestors live and 
where you too will come to live one day. 


“After El had separated he began to Create, They spoke again and named the dirt we live on, 
they molded the animals out of clay and then one day he breathed life into his newest form. 
This form was the first human being, Adam he called it. 


Adam lived in a garden, protected from the outside world and surrounded by the sweetest 
fruit. They had all earthly possessions one could ever need to survive and be healthy within 
arms reach but they weren’t happy. Do you know why David?” 


“They were bored.” David stated this with the utmost confidence, How could anyone not be 
bored out of his or her mind when you have to live your life in a garden protected by walls? 
He thought. 


“You are a funny kid, David. And perhaps you are not entirely wrong. But Adam missed 
something deeply.” 


“What did they miss?” 
“A companion. Adam was a human being all alone.” 


“What is wrong with being alone? I love being alone, if 1 could live my life without running 
into anyone, I would be the happiest human being alive.” 


Rachel shook her head “If you had to live your life alone you would not exist David. If you 
had to do everything alone, then who would be there to give birth to you? Who would nurse 
you? Who would hold you and raise you and teach you everything you know? Who would 
kiss your scraped knees and teach you right from wrong? If you are all alone, who would 
make your clothes? Who would grow the wheat and then make bread out of it? Who would 
disagree with you if you are being stupid?” 


David pouted and lowered his chin, “I didn’t mean like that...” 


“No, But that was the kind of alone Adam must have felt. So El saw that they were lonely 
and they came by when Adam was asleep to take away his side. And crafted that into another 
person, Man and woman were separated in that moment. Adam recognised his other half and 
called her Eve. They lived in that garden together for a very long time and they were happy 
with each other. She became his wife and they had many children. Those children are our 
ancestors.” 


David blinked a few times pondering over the story, “Is that why men and women get 
married and have children?” 


“T suppose, yes” 
“Are men and women only supposed to love each other?” 


Rachel paused to look at him, “I think this story doesn't need to be taken that literal. If you 
want to get married and have children then yes, you will have to do this with a woman. But 


for companionship and love... You can love anyone, The heart is not controlled by logic after 
all” 


“Why can’t I have children with a man?” 


Rachel snorts and has to take a few moments of coughing. “I don’t know why El made it that 
way exactly, maybe they wanted to make sure there were always as many men as there were 
women on earth. Balance is important after all.” 


“What about marriage? Then, Adam was a man who married a woman, is that why we have 
this rule?” 


“Ah, David marriage is the agreement to make a family together and to stick by each other's 
side throughout your whole life. Men don’t marry men with the intention of having children 
to further their bloodline.” 


“Oh, right. But what about...” 


“You focus too much on the details. This story isn’t about what marriage should or shouldn’t 
look like. It’s about Jove David, it was only ever about love.” 


Lion man 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Saul stood in his throne room. 


He was studying his friend Samuel, the old prophet. His face was dark and had withstood so 
much sunlight and time that it was all wrinkles and gray hair. He had his hands folded in 
front of him, the way you might see someone praying. He had been avoiding Sauls gaze ever 
since the servants announced his presence. 


“It’s good to see you again, Samuel. What is the cause for your visit?” 


Samuel looked up now “I have bad news. El came to me last night, and they told me to 
search for a new king.” 


“Why do you need a new heir? My children are perfectly fine, You can’t tell me Jonathan 
isn’t fit to be a king. He has proven himself more than once.” 


“Tt is not Jonathan, or any of your children the Lord has deemed unfit to rule. It is you.” 


“Me!” Saul’s voice bellowed through the hall “How dare... El has chosen me themselve, they 
gave me this kingship only two years ago and now you’re telling me they have changed their 
mind. What did I do wrong? Was I not Successful in my conquests? I brought Israel together 
in one of our largest battles. I was the one who convinced the people to march against the 
philistines. I gave them sacrifices” 


Samuel looked up now, a lot less timid. “That’s exactly the point. El does not ask for 
sacrifices, they ask for prayers. You let the cows and sheep live and brought them home when 
El told you so clearly to kill All of the Moabites and their cattle” 


“T wanted to do something extra, I did everything else they asked of me. Samuel, you are my 
friend. El cannot take away my kingship over one misunderstanding right?” Saul was 
beginning to sweat even though it was early in the morning, he could not wrap his mind 
around the news and every time he did it gave him heart palpitations. Samuels face was 
unwavering, reminding him that even though they were friends Samuels first and, really his 
only loyalty was to the Lord. 


“Well, aside from the fact that El is certainly capable of taking away your kingship without 
any other reason. This is not your only offense and you know it. You have let your soldiers 
eat unkosher food. Remember, remember how hungry they were and how you were too 
careless to control if everything was untainted by blood?” 


Saul was a large man, the greatest of the israelites in the metaphorical and literal sense, but 
where he has previously loomed over the prophet, trying to intimidate him out of reflex. he 


now stepped back, his form hunched into itself in shame and he seemed not so utterly 
powerful anymore. 


For a moment it looked like he might fall to his knees and lament, pray, ask for forgiveness 
which El would not give. 


He stayed on his feet. 
“Samuel. Why am I made to take responsibility for the mistakes of my soldiers?” 


“Because you are their leader!” Samuel’s voice boomed through the halls “You give them 
their commands, tell them what to do and what not to do. They heed to nothing and no one 
but you” 


“Fine, I will be more strict from now on. Can we move on now? I have a war to fight.” 
Samuel lowered his head and shook it. “Goodbye Saul.” 


Saul stood baffled in his throne room, for a moment or two he watched the prophet leave, 
then he took two strides and grabbed the hem of his robe. 


“Wait” 
The fabric tore loose and he was left with a red piece in his big hand. Samuel smiled sadly, 


“The way you just tore fabric from my robe, El has torn kingship from you.” 


Saul kept standing in that exact same spot for a long time, he looked at the doors through 
which Samuel had left. The red piece of cloth stayed soft and supple in his hand. He balled 
his fist and his every strand of it from sight, if he squeezed hard enough maybe it would 
disappear. 


Rage shot through him like a range of arrows. He wanted to kill something, someone. before 
he could get angry enough to do so Jonathan walked in. His blue tunic was in pristine 
condition, his dark brown hair however was mussed up to show that he had only just woken 


up. 
“Morning father. Have you had dinner yet?” 
Saul shook his head. 


“You won’t believe the dream i just had” Jonathan said as he walked next to his father to the 
dining hall. He was shorter, but not by much. They had always joked that one day Jonathan 
would catch up with Saul’s length but in the end he had stayed below him by half a head. 


“Please don’t tell me you dreamed of the red headed demon again?” 


Jonathan snickered, “Not a demon dad. But yea, it was weird. “He was dancing so fast, at 
some point he lifted up into the air and became the sun.” 


“Demon, I told you so.” 


Jonathan grinned again and gave his father a gentle punch against the arm. “What’s with the 
bad mood, woke up on the wrong side of the bed?” 


Saul looked at his smiling son. He would have to tell him sometime. But that time was not 
today. “I had a terrible dream, that is all” 


“Want to tell me about it?” 
“No, let’s have dinner. We need to discuss our strategy for the upcoming battle.” 


But Saul never managed to get his mind off the fact that someone else would be anointed 
king in his place, who was this man El thought would be more fit than him. He imagined a 
colossal man, with the strength of tem men. Born into wealth and with endless studies of the 
Torah under his belt. His lip curled at the image of the spoiled brat that would take his place. 


David walked over the grassy hills at the edge of the desert. He had a pleasant feeling in his 
belly, like good things were going to happen today. He held his shepherd's cane in one hand 
and looked over his sheep which were almost running the hills with glee to be outside again. 
He laughed at a young lamb that stumbled and made a funny jump to stay upright. 


The sun was just up and cast the valley in long shadows and golden light. 


He smiled more widely now. He wondered if the world was capable of more beauty than this. 
He couldn’t imagine it. 


El had created these mornings for him to enjoy, he knew. He had to pick up his pace to keep 
up with the sheep. Mountain lions were still active this time of day, he couldn’t lose sight of 
them. This didn’t stop him however from closing his eyes a few seconds and reveling in the 
utter beauty of this day. He sent a quick prayer for El, 


“Thank you. for letting me be witness” he said. 


When he opened his eyes he saw one young sheep wandering off in the wrong direction. 
“Can’t let you bastards out of my sight for a second,” he muttered at the bleating sheep and 
hurried after the foolish lamb. 


Sheep are rarely fast, they never hurry themselves beyond a fast walking pace if you try to 
send them anywhere. If they are going in a direction you don’t want them to however, they 
suddenly become capable of great speed. and it is no use to run after them because they will 
just pick up their own pace. David sighed and began to think of a way to walk around the 
young to send it back to the herd when something else startled the lamb and made it run back 
right past him, bleating in alarm. 


David looked back to see it reunite with its mom and then quickly looked back at the bushes 
that had startled the lamb so much. He took a step back, never averting his gaze. 


He took another step back, then he saw the bushes bristle again and stood perfectly still. 


“What are you?” He asked the creature hidden from his sight. It did not answer him. What it 
did do however was jump out of his hiding spot and go directly for David’s throat. 


he ducked just in time and turned around to see the lion land in the sand, his back was high 
risen like a cat and it had a mean growl. He stuck out his cane to keep it at a distance. The big 
cat bit into it, growling from deep within its throat. 


It let go and the force made David stumble, momentarily unprotected. The lion lunged again. 
this time David only just managed to get out of the way. 


The cat lowered itself again and David took the opportunity to beat it with his stick. Now that 
the lion was momentarily dazed, he took a stone out of his pocket and bagan walking 
backward again, he found some highground. and stepped on top of a rock. Before the lion 
could follow him he placed the stone in his slingshot and began to swing it in his hand. 


The lion had gotten up by now and began to stalk after him. David didn’t give it another 
chance to get close. He swung one final time, extra fast, and let go of the stone. 


it hit the lion right between the eyes, killing it instantly. 


David pocketed the slingshot again and got off his stone to look closer at the lion. Its rouge 
fur lit up golden in the morning light. 


He kneeled for it and put one hand on its still hot flank. 
“Goodbye, you have fought fiercely.” 


He then got up again and hurried his way back to the sheep that were collected in a tight 
group still bleating in panic. 


He walked after them, up another hill with the rest of the day still to come. 


Jonathan was studying his father carefully during dinner. He hadn’t said anything to reveal 
his sour mood to the others but Jonathan was very used to picking up his dad’s cues, 


He had to, as the mediator of the family. Saul was famous for his bad moods. one time he had 
cut and flayed hundreds of cows to send to the people with the message “If you do not enlist 
the same will happen to you” of course the turnup for the next battle was gigantic. anyone 
would be crazy to draw out Saul's anger. 


Michal, entirely insensitive to her fathers mood, was busy telling a wild story about one of 
the servants who had done something. Jonathan wasn’t paying attention to it really. but 
whatever she was telling him, it only deepened his frown. 


He decided to intervene, Directing himself at Merhab who was silently eating a piece of 
lamb. He said “Will you be visiting us in the campsite before our next battle?” It was spring, 
the next battle was never far away. 


She looked at him, slightly dazed but quickly caught on to his silent request and nodded 
“Only if you promise not to put yourself in danger like last time.” 


This caught Sauls attention. Jonathan felt a surge of gratitude for his sister's smart tongue but 
also a pang of regret. He had done his best to forget about it. 


Saul grinned and slapped Jonathan on his back like a proud father ought to. 


“You know nothing of war Meerhab, how can you ask my finest soldier to not do what he is 
best at?” He paused to take a sip of his drink and continued, “Jonathan fought like a hero, he 
infiltrated the camp of those barbaric philistines all by himself and defeated them” 


“T wasn’t alone dad,” 
“You had only a servant with you. A boy to carry your sword as you cut off their throat” 
“He had an equal part in it” Anan had really been a great battle partner. 


“Tf you insist, that doesn’t stop it from being impressive. You killed twenty men all by 
yourself!” 


Jonathan considered correcting him again but Saul was smiling, so he shrugged and let his 
father recount the heroic tale of Jonathan and the Philistines. 


Samuel was having a bad day. He had spent the previous night in restless sleep talking to El. 
The mattress had been lumpy and stiff, he had hardly slept last night and his whole body 
ached. 


“How long do you carry sorrow for Saul?” El asked him, “He is past. So grab your things and 
go to Bethlehem, there is a man there I wish to see. Fill one horn with anointing oil and go” 


Samuel repressed a wistful sigh, El was wise but they were strict and he wasn’t sure if he 
could give up on his old friend so easily. 


“Saul will try to stop me,” He thought, “There is no way he will just let me go off and crown 
another man.” 


He felt a small surge of disappointment, not his own when El spoke again. “Take a cow with 
you. When anybody asks you tell them it’s a sacrifice” 


So that is what Samuel did, he left town with a cow on a leash. He walked the dusty road by 
foot glad that Bethlehem was not too far away. His shadow would only have moved by a 
hand at his arrival there. 


Jesse stood at the entrance of town looking over the high gates. Samuel stopped in the road to 
look up at Jesse. 


“Who are you and why are you here?” Jesse asked him. 
“T come in peace. I have a sacrifice for El with me.” 


Jesse waited for a few moments, looking at the traveler and his cow before stepping aside to 
let him in. “Be welcome.” 


Jesse was hospitable, and treated him like an old friend. Samuel had never seen the man 
before but he knew what was said of him. Only good things, Jesse was a very respectable 
man who was famous for his dedication to El. It made sense, he thought, for one of his 
children to take the crown, if he was anything near as good as his father. Samuel greeted 
Jesse formally and took a seat. 


One of his daughters looked around the corner and then swiftly went away. 


“What brings me the honor of your visit Samuel?” Jesse had taken another seat and slid a 
bowl of fruit to him “Take whatever you want.” 


Samuel smiles. “I bring great news for you and your family. El has renounced Saul” 


Jesse recoiled with shock from the news. “That is terrible, how could anyone be happy with 
that?” 


Samuel took his time to eat a fig before he continued. “I am Samuel, the prophet. El has sent 
me here to anoint the new king. It will have to be a secret of course. I want you to get your 


eligible sons ready tomorrow so that El can tell me his pick. He will be the one IJ anoint.” 
“You were right, that is great news. Shall I get you a bed for the night?” 
“Yes that would be wonderful, a journey is unkind to old bones like mine.” 


Jesse nodded momentarily imagining himself at that age, it would not be far away. But 
opposed to Samuel he had plenty of eligible heirs that would take his responsibilities from 
him and help him. 


Samuel slept on an impressively comfortable mattress that night. Jesse had clearly taken all 
the best parts and given them to him. He briefly wondered how many of his children would 
be sleeping on the floor to pay for his comfort, but he couldn’t bother to feel bad. He was old, 
he had earned his comfort. he thought. and then he fell asleep so that any semblance of guilt 
stayed away. 


Chapter End Notes 


ah yes... the plot thickens... 


Demon Boy 


Chapter Summary 


Samuel is sent to crown someone. Wonder who he'll choose! 


As Samuel was in his bed Jesse gathered his eight sons in the living room, the sun had gone 
down already by now and they had to go by the light of an oil candle which would not last 
long. The old man had gotten curious glances the whole evening as he simply sat down near 
the head of the table next to their father. David was sitting, wedged in between two of his 
older brothers who were pressing Jesse to “Please just tell them who that man is and why he 
had been so mysterious. They had guests over of course. But none had ever refused to answer 
why he was here, Nor did they show so much interest in the sons. David was silent, he didn’t 
really care about the stranger or where he was going. Instead he let his mind wander to 
daydream of his sheep. He mentally double checked if he had really closed the gates of their 
den properly, he might have to go back and check. Besides, many of the sheep were still 
pregnant and one of them had seemed like she might burst at any second. 


“The man’s name is Samuel.” 
“Like the prophet?” His oldest brother asked. He was always the loudest. 
“Not /ike the prophet, he is the prophet” 


This did draw David’s attention, though in the back of his mind he was still with the sheep. 
He looked at his father who had twinkling lights in his eyes. Jesse smiled. 


“He came to bring me news. Saul is no longer the rightful king in El eyes. Tomorrow the 
prophet will choose one of you, my sons, to be the next king of Israel” 


The eldest son jumped up and let out a whoop. Jesse held up his hands “Be quiet, he is asleep 
and you do not want to anger him right now.” 


The eldest whose name was Elihab quickly sat back down and straightened his back, but his 
broad smile could not be dimmed. The rest was also joyful. 


Abinadab slapped his brother on the back. “He’ll probably pick you. You are the most 
experienced” 


Elihab shook his head furiously, “You are by far the strongest. El has gone for the fighter 
before. You have as good a chance as me.” 


The rest’s enthusiasm was a lot less strong but still there. The young men became boys under 
the idea that one day they might become king. All of them tried to encourage each other and 


named all the ways in which they should be fit for the role. David did not join. He smiled and 
nodded in agreement with them. Whoever El chose would be the right fit, he thought. Jesse 
clapped his hands as he got up, momentarily forgetting that they should be quiet, 


“T am going to need all of you to take a day off tomorrow, clean yourselves, wear your 
brightest clothes. Make yourself fit to meet the eyes of our Lord.” He paused and looked at 
David who was the only one still sitting. David looked up expectantly at his father. 


“You can still tend your sheep.” David smiled and nodded. He wasn’t exactly happy to be so 
immediately dismissed for any chance of kingship. But he wasn’t unhappy about it either. It 
made sense, he was the youngest, the thinnest. An afterthought. 


Jesse was a good father to him of course. Jesse was the model of how a father, no, a man 
ought to be. Always decent and polite. He was strong and strict where necessary but merciful 
and understanding where necessary. David always felt that his father didn’t expect anything 
great from him. Not because he didn’t love David. But because he was the youngest, all the 
greatness he desired was already accomplished by his older brothers, and now here he was 
simply also there. 


It certainly didn’t help that David had a sickly childhood, or that he had never managed to 
make friends in the village or that he was so emotional. 


No, everything made perfect sense as it was. It would be a waste of energy and time for him 
to join in the excitement. 


Samuel got up when the sun was well in the sky. He hadn’t spoken with El that evening but 
he could feel their presence strengthened this morning. Good , he thought. That way they will 
be able to tell him right away if one of them was fit or not. 


He had his breakfast in peace at the dining table. The rest of the house was in complete 
chaos. That must mean that Jesse had told them by now and they were getting prepared. his 
daughters were running back and forth the fastest of all. trying to get their brothers to look 
good for once. one of the girls halted in the middle of the room with a bucket of hot water in 
her arms. She blinked at him for a moment, then she went again. Samuel coudlIn’t help but be 
amused at the logic. El was ever present and all knowing, did they really think it made a 
difference if they made themselves look good for one day? But then again, showing yourself 
to the eyes of the lord is a big thing. You have to prepare yourself in all the ways you can. 


He was just finishing his, delicious piece of bread when an exasperated Jesse walked in 


“Samuel you’re up. Have you slept well? I am sorry to keep you waiting.” 


“Don’t worry about it, I have slept amazing, your hospitality is even better than they say. I 
am ready to see your sons now, El is with me.” 


Jesse nodded, understanding “Go outside. I will bring them to you one by one.” 


The first son's name was Elihab. He was tall and had a respectable beard on his chin. Samuel 
thought he looked good but he felt El in the back of his head shaking their head, not this one. 


The second son’s name was Abinadab. He was broad shouldered and looked like he could lift 
a full grown man above his head. El shook their head again. 


There was a third son, Intelligent guy, Samma. El shook their head. 


Fourth was rejected before he got to say his name. 


The same happened with the other four sons too. Samuel sighed in his mind to El who had 
their arms folded. 


You said one of them would be the king, I made Jesse a promise. Are you sure none of them is 
the one? 


Ask if there are any more sons. 

Why would Jesse be hiding one? 

El didn’t respond 

Jesse walked out after his sons who were all proudly lined up in front of the house. 
“And, has El made a decision yet?” 

Samuel sighed out loud, “Are there any more sons of yours?” 


Jesse startled, he looked next to him at the row of the seven strong and respectable of his 
children. He rubbed his neck, 


“Yes, I have one more, his name is David but I let him tend the sheep today.” 


“Bring him in” 


It was David’s oldest sister, Zeruja, who was sent on a wild sheep chase in the highlands to 
retrieve her youngest brother. She was panting and heaving by the time she found him resting 
below an olive tree. David looked up at her ragged and sweaty appearance, it was high noon 
and the sun was at her most cruel. 


“Sister, what happened?” There had to be an emergency for her to show up like this. 


She was too busy panting to respond and he rubbed her damp back. She gestured in the vague 
direction of the house which was hidden behind the hills. “Do we need to go home?” 


She nodded and grabbed his cane. “I will get the sheep” she grabbed his arm to stop him 
“Leave the sheep.” 
“What is wrong, is father dying?” 


“No, Samuel asked for you” Zeruja breathed, leaning heavily against the bark of a tree. 
David’s whole demeanor changed. 


“I’m not abandoning my sheep for the prophet” 
“You need to go home” 
“Tf it’s not a matter of life and death 1 will go home with the heard” 


Zeruja sighed exasperatedly. “David please, we still need to clean you up, and you have to 
show yourself to him before the day is past.” 


“T’1l show myself as 1 am, now help me gather the sheep” 


They came back home right on time. Everyone had sort of dispersed to find something else to 
do. It had been more than an hour since Zerujah left and they were getting worried she might 
have gotten lost. 


Then she came around the corner, jogging with strands of her hair against her red hot face. 
Jesse caught her when she stumbled at the last few steps and held her shoulders as she 
heaved. Samuel watched on with mild interest as she looked up at her father. “I’m sorry, I 
tried to get him to hurry up, but he wouldn't leave his sheep. and then he wouldn't get 
changed and cleaned either. 


Jesse nodded, slightly annoyed. “It’s okay, you did everything you could, I know what he’s 
like. Go drink something” She stumbled inside quickly after those words. 


A young, frail man strolled in after her, with a slight spring in his step. Based on the 
shepherd's cane he carried, Samuel knew this was the last son they had all been waiting for. 
He felt excited for a second, mostly thanks to El jumping up and pointing in his mind. 


But Samuel himself recoiled, The young man had red hair that glowed up orange in the sun. 
an image of long ago flashed before his mind, the murderer (.) had looked the same. Samuel 
couldn't stop staring at him. All of the young man’s features were delicately balanced and it 
was incredibly difficult to describe him as anything other than beautiful. He gave Samuel a 
relaxed smile and nod before turning to his father. 


“You needed me?” 
amuel insisted on seeing all of my sons. 
os el ted g all of my a 


David nodded and moved to the place where the line had previously formed. The other sons 
were coming back and added to the lineup. Standing next to his brothers his small size 
became even more obvious. He had a relaxed posture, dusty working clothes that seemed 
obscenely bland in comparison to his brothers. 


Samuel looked at the row of men. In the back of his mind El was still pulling in David’s 
direction. 


You have made your decision El? Samuel asked in his mind, he knew the answer. But it was 
important to confirm.. 


David shall be the new king 


As you wish 


Samuel looks at David who is looking around himself with a slightly indifferent air. "David. 
Come forth and let me anoint you. El has chosen their new king." 


To the credit of the older brothers, none of them do anything other than stare at the youngest 
in amazement. Nobody says anything for a few beats, then the oldest, Elihab nods his head 
and looks over to David. "Best of luck." 


It is only after these words are spoken that David seems to snap out of his own haze of 
confusion. 


He looks around himself again and then expectantly at his father. Like he will have an answer 
ready for him. Jesse merely nods his head and smiles, although it could also be seen as a 
grimace, and gestures to David to come forth. 


David finally walks closer. and Samuel gets his chalice with sacred oil from his pack. When 
he stands before him Samuel is finally able to distinguish the curious sparkle in his eyes 
slowly winning over the confusion. 


The ceremony goes without a hitch, Samuel pours a thin stream of aromatic oil out of the 
horn it was kept in thus far. It trickles down David's forehead and gets soaked up by his red 
hair and clothes. 


"You are now king in the eyes of El, it is your heavenly duty to unite and rule over Israel in 
the name of El." Samuel pauses and takes a moment to lift the young man's head up by his 
chin. "I will be your messenger fror them for as long as 1 live, i am devoted to you" Samuel 
kisses David’s forehead which fills his nose wit the smell of the sacred oil and desert. 


David nods, like it is his place to accept or reject this heavenly duty. In the time of the 
ceremony something crucial has changed in his face and posture. David seems slightly taller, 
his face is firm. Set with certainty to follow El wherever they send him, for the first time 
since he saw his red hair come around the corner of the road, he understands why El made 
this decision. 


musician 


Chapter Summary 


David plays some cool tunes 


Saul had been tormented by an angry spirit ever since that fatal day in the throne room. The 
conversation followed him around like a black dog in the corner of his vision. He couldn't 
help but be scared every time he thought he saw something. 


And then there were the nightmares, those were the worst of all. It had been more than a 
week since Samuel left him, taking El with him. And he had had terrible dreams ever since. 
He tried to keep his misery to himself, but Jonathan was onto him right away. 


Saul was currently in the stables trying not to fall over from sleepiness. He had to ride today, 
he had put it off for far too long. If he didn't practice these things regularly he would lose his 
shape. And in spring, the high season of battles fought when the Philistines could quite 
literally decide to attack any minute; losing his shape was unforgivable. 


Jonathan stood behind him, hands planted firmly in his sides. 

"You cannot seriously think it's a good idea to go riding today right?" 
"Why not? The weather is ideal" 

"Dad. Don't make me say it" 

"What? That I'm a mess?" 

"What is with you these days, have you slept at all?" 


Saul stared at his son for a long time, trying to see his face sharply to distinguish the look on 
his face but he couldn't get past a blur. 


"I have slept" 

"How long ago?" 

Saul didn't respond. 

Jonathan reached out to the horse's bridle to gently guide it back into the paddock. 


"What is wrong?" He asked when he had sent the horse off again and turned to look at Saul, 
who now had to keep himself steady by holding onto the fence, smiled like a drunkard. "I do 


not need sleep, I need something or someone who will send the demons away from me." 


" Why are you tormented by demons? I know you have received a bad message days ago, will 
you just tell me what it 1s?" 


Saul paused, surprised to find that he was now leaning on his son who carried his weight with 
ease. 


"I should have told you days ago, but I kept hoping it wouldn't be true. Now however I fear I 
have no other choice than to tell you." 


Saul told Jonathan everything. 


That very same day Jonathan organized a council meeting, Saul attended but he was only 
there for show. While Jonathan took over the lead with the grace and ease of a true leader he 
explained the men about the angry spirit and asked for their ideas. 


He'll be a great king someday, Saul thought and then immediately remembered that: No he 
won't. 


It was a broad group at the table, his left hand man, Abner was there, though he didn’t say 
anything the whole time. 


After the problem was explained a servant piped up. “We all know that the best way to banish 
angry spirits is through art. Have you considered bringing in a singer?” 


“We haven’t yet” Jonathan said, “does anyone know what kind of musician 1s best fit?” 
“T always liked the harp,” Saul said. 


The servant straightened in his seat “I know a man who lives not far away. He knows how to 
play. Plus he is wise, handsome and El is with him” 


"Send someone for him" Jonathan commanded. 


Saul then quickly stopped paying attention to the conversation as his head started to swirl 
again. He grabbed his son by the shoulder who flinched but stayed to keep him steady. 


Someone, he wasn't sure who, guided him back to his chambers where he laid down on the 
mattress. 


If he was lucky, tomorrow a golden-throated singer will come to him and lift his bad spirits. 


David sat in his field under the shadow of his olive three. He had never ventured far out from 
home. Why would he? Everything he wished for was within arms reach. He strummed the 
snares of his harp, carefully testing the different tones and tuning it as he went. He had played 
harp for as long as he could remember. 


His brothers always joked that he had known how to sing before he could speak. He would 
always use anything within his reach to try and drum or play. He couldn't completely believe 
it, they knew how to exaggerate. but he had to admit there was nothing more safe and 
familiar to him than his harp. When he felt the tunes were right he began to play something 
silly, playing with the snares like a weaver. 


Close by him the sheep were bleating and birds began to chirp. 


but he couldn't keep the tune cheerful and shortly he slowed down to play in a much more 
melancholy way. He would have to leave this life someday. 


He had always known that. Leaving things behind is part of growing up. He had never stood 
a chance of staying home and under his parents' wings. But he had hoped that maybe his 
departure wouldn't be so soon, and that when he left he would leave to become a shepherd on 
a different hill. Not the king of Israel. 


He stopped playing and looked ahead where the sheep were still grazing the hill. How 
different could it be? In the end did kings not constantly compare themselves to shepherds 
maybe it would be the same, just Bigger and More. 


David cheered up a little, thinking of bigger hilltops to walk over and more stubborn sheep to 
guide, more ferocious lions to fight. 


All of his life so far had been easy, maybe too easy. A new sense of adventure reared its head. 
He smiled at the lamb who darted over a few rocks and seemed to dance as it went after its 
mother. 


Maybe he could extend his love for the sheep further. Maybe, if he tried he could love all the 
people of Elhoim's land. He would be El's lowly servant in their divine plan to unite the 
people. He could make them powerful, he could devote his life to this bigger cause. 


He had received all the happiness and wealth he desired in his life, now it was time to give 
back. His fingers found the snares again and he played something slow again. 


It would be fine, he would follow Elhoim until the end. 


Jesse was sitting in the living room when he came home, David tilted his head to wait for him 
to say something. 


"Someone came for you this afternoon. You have to leave first thing tomorrow." 
"What is wrong?" 

"I don't know, the messenger only said that the king needs you specifically at his court" 
"How does the king know of me?” 

“T don’t know, he said. Bring me your son, the one with the sheep” 

“Why though, do you think he knows?" 


Jesse shook his head. "If Saul knew he would have sent an executioner. Just go there first 
thing tomorrow. You can take a donkey and some bread. I'll get a leather bag of wine and a 
goat for you to give to him. Just to be sure. The king is in a bad mood, I heard." 


David smiled and nodded. "Yes father, of course. Anything else?" 

"I don't care what you do, you are Samuel's protegé now." 

"Should I ask for his advice?" 

"No time. Just be ready for a stern lecture if you fuck up." 

David nodded again and began to walk out to his bedroom again. "And, David." 
"Yes father?" 

"Take good care of yourself." 


"Yes." 


David arrives in the late afternoon on one of their better horses. He is guided, straight from 
his donkey by a young servant he recognises vaguely, he used to live nearby. 


“Hello it’s good to see you again. How has Saul’s court been?” 
“Tt’s alright. good times all over. If you do your job well today I might get promoted.” 


“What job?” 


“Oh my, they didn’t tell you” The boy began to laugh “You must be so stressed out! I told 
Saul of your harp playing skills and he wanted to hear you.” 


Now David laughed a little, letting out tension he didn’t know he was holding. “Well. That’s 
good news. 1 didn’t bring my harp though” 


“No problem, we’ve got plenty of harps in store. This is the king's house David.” 


David picks out a wooden harp that feels most similar to the one he has back at home. 


He gets to drink some water and talks with (.) for a few moments before someone finds them 
and begin’s to yell that Saul is getting impatient. 


He drinks a few more gulps of water, can't have your throat close up when you're supposed to 
sing for the king. Then he follows the servants to the royal quarters. 


Saul is laying in his bed, an elevated piece of wood above the floor decorated with red and 
golden blankets and pillows that hold up his head. He lifts himself even further to look at the 
company that is brought in. He takes a beat to look at David's hair. They always do, Red hair 
is almost rarer than blue eyes in this part of the world. 


David unwraps his harp, dusting it off quickly with the cloth someone handed to him. They 
point him to a round pillow on the floor near Sauls bed and he sits down cross-legged on it. 
He does not expect a formal greeting from Saul near the walls more servants are positioned to 
look on. He smiles at a pretty boy who is staring at him with big eyes. 


He skims over the rest of them before turning himself to Saul. 


"It is an honor to be here, my lord." He eventually says as he re-installs himself on the 
pillow. 


"Saul nods in agreement. Thank you for being here so fast" 


"I wouldn't dare make you wait." David looks up again now to see that Saul has re-positioned 
himself in the bed in such a way that he is directly looking at him with one arm underneath 
his head. He is slightly starles by the ragged look on his face but then smiles and begins to 
play a soft tune. His fingers are itching to go faster. He finds that he wants to show off to this 
imposing man. Look how well I can play. He holds himself back, it is not smart to give 
everything right away, it leaves people unable to be properly surprised when you bring out all 
your skills. So he settles on a nice tune while checking if all the snares are still in tune. 


Saul has one eyebrow lifted. as if he knows what he is doing, He would know, David thinks. 
They told him I could play well . 


So he quickly lets his fingers go more freely. His eyes stay firmly trained on the snares and 
his hands, which are going faster now, creating complex movements that are impossible to 
follow with your eyes. His shoulders relax and he notices that he has his mouth slightly open 
but can't bring himself to close it thanks to his deep focus. 


It doesn't take long to completely enchant his audience. The guards, previously stationed 
outside, look around the corner of the door. Curious to see him play. David only notices this 
vaguely, no thought is in his mind other than the next tunes he wants to play. The song began 
sad, As he had tried to match Sauls mood. From there the tunes started going higher, he kept 
on playing, until he found the right opening to start a song he had been working on for years 
by now. 


This is when he started singing. His head had been swaying along to the beat of his song all 
this time, eyes halfway closed but now he looked up and directly into Saul's eyes, happy to 
see the appropriate amount of admiration in them. 


He kept on playing and singing for a long time. Only pausing to take a sip of his drink. He 
knew that outside the room more people were gathered. If he had taken the time to think 
about that he would have realized that this was the largest crowd he had ever played for. 


Saul was smiling at him by now, his eyebrows still raised this time to ask a question. 


David didn't know the question so he responded by picking up his harp again and grinning 
widely at the king like a child who is showing off this cool thing they made. 


He only stops when his fingers are so tired they begin to cramp and even then he finds it hard 
to not pick his harp up again. The gathering in the room has all taken their seating by now 
somewhere on the stone floor to rest their feet. in the doorway to the room a small group has 
formed. David can only assume they are children of Saul as they are much better dressed than 
the rest of the people here. They are also left alone by most, When someone tries to pass 
them they make a respectful arch. 


Saul laughs as soon as he realizes that the music is over. He sits up in his bed and claps his 
hands. 


"Very impressive young man. You await a long career as a musician, tell me if you ever need 
a recommendation, it will be a crime against El if you do not succeed." 


David blinks. The comment is so wrong that he feels the need to lower himself further and 
confess everything to Saul. The king has nothing but his respect and here he is, like a snake 
in a lion's den. 


Saul sees his face and pauses. "Unless you would rather become something else?" 
David's shoulders shag and he nods. "I intend to be a sheep keeper" 


Saul laughs again "i am sure that sheep are an excellent crowd" 


"They are." 


Saul laughed again, and shook his head in disbelief at the boy who had come to lift his 
mood. 


“Thank you for lifting up my spirit in these times. If you ever need anything, know that you 
can come to my court. I would love to hear you sing again one day.” 


David leaves not long after. His bag is filled with fruits and small gifts of thanks from the 
king. he walks through the castle halls and looks outside to see the sun beginning to set. he is 
too enchanted by its beautiful glow that he doesn’t notice the broad shouldered man at the 
end the wall until he is standing right in front of him. 


“Oh, hello. Do you know where the exit is?” 


the man, Jonathan frowns a little bit, “You do not intend to go out at this time of day right? 
even if your horse is fast you will be in darkness.” 


“Tt is nearly full moon, that will guide my path” 

“Do you not fear the beasts?” 

“No” 

“Look, you are a guest at my fathers court, I can get you an extra bedroom.” 


David took a beat to look at the man, now recognizing him from earlier that afternoon 
amongst Saul's children. He inclines his head and looks down at the stone tiles. He kind of 
wants to oblige him, even if it was just to rest his nerves. But he still feels like a traitor in 
someone else's house. He can’t stand to be here much longer and he really does not fear any 
of the beasts. “Thank you, my prince. But I have to get going. I have sheep to keep 
tomorrow.” He looks up mischievously at the prince who still has his arms folded, his soft 
brown hair frames his face in short length and David takes another beat to look at his robust 
face. “And between you and me, I do not trust my brothers to take good care of them.” 


The man unfolds his arms and takes a step aside to show David he will not obstruct his 
passage out. “I understand that. If you follow this hallway and then take the first to the left 
you will find the exit. you know where your horse is?” 


“T do, thank you... May I know your name?” 


“Jonathan.” 


There is another pause as the two look at each other. “I want to thank you again, you did 
something truly impressive today” 


“Tt was nothing.” 
“Don’t false humility me David” 


“I’m sorry, I can't take a compliment. And I do have to go now.” David steps past Jonathen 
and begins on his way out the door. He considers turning back to thank him once more, but 
he is worried that if he shows any sign of hesitation the prince will jump on it like a mother 
hen trying to protect her chickens, and convince him to stay after all. 


He makes it back home with barely a hitch in the road. But even if the lions and bears did 
rear their heads he would be fine, He had his slingshot packed of course. 


Time passes, David continues to fulfill his duties as sheep-keeper, though those duties have to 
make more and more room for bigger plans. 


Samuel bids him to come with a letter only day’s after he visits the king. In the village where 
the prophet lives Samuel begins to teach him all the things he should need. 


He is assigned a Torah teacher who shows up every other day near the setting of the sun. 


In Samuel's house in Najath he gets lessons in the widest variety and strangest things: Battle 
strategies, sword fighting, Drawing and writing, languages, he learns more of the world 
around him. The people that surround the land he will one day have to control. Samuel 
explains why they have to fight all those wars. 


“The philistines are uncivilized and uncircumcised bastards who have taken our holy land 
and the Moabites are an evil people who will have to be annihilated on sight.” 


“What about those other people?” 
“Oh we just don’t like them, preferably attack but only if you feel like it.” 


One day Samuel shows up with a board game and begins to instruct him how to play. and as 
they play the old man tells him tales of old times, Samuel knows a lot of tales and is capable 
of recounting them in vivid color. When he thinks David has to learn something he can’t 
teach he brings in a different instructor. 


It would be notable of course, that a red headed young man keeps showing up to Samuel’s 
house but in the end he simply has to cover his head in wrappings and he becomes just 


another of the many visitors. The prophet is popular amongst many people searching for 
lessons and advice. 


When he asks Samuel why they have to keep changing lesson topic every few weeks “I just 
started to get comfortable with it, and now you are making me learn something new entirely” 


Samuel smiles in agreement, “Exactly David, a good king knows some about many different 
things but is master of nothing. You will have advisors to fill in everything you don’t yet 
know” 


Time passes and it has been a full winter when spring comes around again. This time David’s 
three oldest brothers are enlisted to fight. David, in spite of having gotten Really good with a 
sword, is not enlisted. Too scrawny they said. 


Champion 


Chapter Summary 


Goliath shows up. David has to kick his ass. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Saul is sitting in his tent at the start of the desert. 

Everything is fine, everything is perfectly fine he convinces himself. Jonathan walks in and 
blinks at his father sitting hunched over the table, hardly having eaten his breakfast. 

“What is it, did the angry spirit return again?” Jonathan tries to say cheerfully but misses and 
it comes out with genuine concern. Saul tries to smile as his son sits down next to him to take 
a look at the strategies table. There is a, frankly sloppy drawing made of the land and its 
topography and small stones are placed to show different troops. He stares at it for a while, 
trying to translate the stones and sticks to real life numbers. 

“That’s a lot of philistines. Are you sure that is accurate?” 

“Someone came back this morning with the rough numbers... This is a conservative 
estimate” 

“Our troops are not so small either. Look we have this big rock” 

Saul picks up the rock that is only big in scale to the rest of the table. “I couldn’t find a 
smaller one.” 

“Oh. So, like, how bad is it?” 

“We could win, I think we will win. But...” Samuel begins to move the rocks again, 
matching the ones that represent the Israel people out against the philistines until there are 
almost no rocks left on the board. “But it will be very costly.” Saul looks down at his son who 
is frowning at the stones like they offended him personally. 

“Tt’s a price we can’t afford, not in the high season of battles,” 

“Yes” 

“Shit” 

“You could say that” 

“Do you have any ideas?” 

“The only idea I have is that this looks even worse for the Philistines, if we appeal to their 
self preservation they might be willing to strike a deal.” 

Right as this is said, there is a shout outside of the tent. “Philistine at the west side” 

The table and stones are left, forgotten as Saul and Jonathan scramble outside. In the distance 
a man is walking and carrying a white flag. It takes Saul more than two takes to realize that 
this man is not actually nearly as close to the camp as it seems. He follows the hallmarks of 
the land and sees that he has not even passed the first stone yet. This would be good news, 
they could shoot him easily. But that would be a great offense to the philistines and an angry 
philistine fights for two. He doesn't bother to do the math in his head. On the other side of 
bad news, this man must be absolutely gigantic. If they could see him from this far off. 


An archer holds out his bow in question, ready to fire. Saul shakes his head. “Let him 
through.” 


The man approaches rapidly and the message that they are not to kill him on sight has to be 
repeated more than once. To everyone's surprise he stops right by the camp border and stands 
atop a small hill. Here he begins to shout, his lungs bellow sound through the air. Filling 
everyone's ears. 

“T Goliath have come to pose a challenge to the measly champion of Israel. Fight me. Should 
you win me and my people will retreat, should you lose...” 

He laughs and lets a pause fall. He doesn’t have to explain the consequences of losing. 
Nobody in the camp moves for a few seconds then all eyes turn to Saul. Jonathan's mouth 
hangs open in shock. 

“You sons of bitches are never strong enough to kill me. I will bury each and every one of 
you!” Jonathan has to take a step closer to his father to be heard because Goliath has just 
started shouting the most colorful insults. 

“That man is gigantic, he’Il kill anyone who comes close” 

“T can tell, i have eyes” 

“We should...” 

“Follow me” Saul turns around and moves to retreat to his tent but not before grabbing a 
carrier boy. “Tell him to wait a few minutes.” The boy begins to run off and Saul narrowly 
manages to grab him by the sleeve “But don’t get too close.” 


Inside the tent Jonathan is pacing back and forth as Saul searches through his collection of 
stones to find one big enough to represent the giant. Abner has just walked in, quickly 
running through the situation and concluding that agreeing to the challenge is their best 
option.. 

“We can’t ask one of our own men to fight him. That’d be a plain sacrifice.” Jonathan says. 
Saul looks up with a gray granite stone in his hand, it was previously thought to represent a 
wall but the Giant would also work he thinks as he adds it to the table. Jonathan rubs his 
temple as he looks at it. 

“T know, but some sacrifices have to be made for the greater good” 

“What greater good, If we sacrifice some boy it would still mean our loss” 

Saul tuts his lips and looks at the board. “When has a Philistine ever followed their word?” 
“Literally always.” 

“Yes, But that doesn’t mean we have to conform to the same morals. Let’s say we send one of 
ours to battle the giant. He will lose, there is no other option, but what will happen next?” 
“Nothing good, I can tell you that. But. Oh...” 

“You see it? We set them up, let them think we have been defeated and when they are drunk 
on victory we will attack from behind. If I call the spare troops now it would not look 
suspicious under the guise of searching for a champion.” 

Jonathan looks at the stones. It makes sense. But it’s also backwards and cruel. He holds the 
granite that is Goliath. “What do we do about him?” 

“T’m sure you can come up with something creative huh, slip poison in his food or something 
fun” 

“Can’t we do all of this without, you know, sacrificing one of ours?” 

“War is nothing but death, people die all the time. Why would one more be so bad?” 
Jonathan doesn’t answer and Saul shakes his head. “It is sad, I agree. But this is also the best 


plan we have right now. So let's go out there and talk, whatever fool submits himself, up to 
glory” 


* 


There are no volunteers. Why would there be, Saul thinks, they have seen Goliath. It is a 
constant pattern. New men show up brave and filled with ideas of glory right up until they 
see the giant. And then all of a sudden they are just here to deliver something, oh no I only 
wanted to watch the glorious fight. 

Saul has to carry his head in his hands, he knows what is being said in the camp, Why is he 
not offering up his championship? Saul is the greatest of the Israelites after all. 

They have a point, he makes the best chance out of all of them but two times zero is still zero. 
And Goliath is still here every morning, bellowing his challenge over the hills and taunting 
them with more and more colorful insults. He has become their morning alarm, taking the 
duty away from their own. 

Saul twists and turns the stone in his hand hoping that maybe it will erode into a smaller 
form. 


* 


David walked up the mountain of Oak valley, on the mountain on the other side the camp of 
the Philistines was set up. 

It had been weeks since his three oldest brothers went into the army to fight philistines. Jesse 
had heard disturbingly little from them in the past moon and had decided to send David to 
their camp to check on their wellbeing and make sure they had enough to eat. An army rarely 
brings enough food for such a long time. Nizevet was getting worried. David carried a bag of 
bread with him, to give the boys and another bag of milk cheese to give to the lords. 


Arriving at the camp, however the scene is not nearly as glorious as it had been made up to 
be back at home. He could hear someone shouting way before he could see the first tents and 
as he got closer it became easier to recognise the separate words. 


“You measly men of Israel, worthless scum on which I wipe my ass. It has been forty days 
since I challenged you and yet here I am. Is no one brave enough to fight me? Not one man 
amongst you sad bunch. Saul, hey Saul, where is your champion? Huh? 

I curse you tiny tiny worms. May all your teeth fall out but one so you can still get a 
toothache, may your grandma get to bury you. No one can fight me, i will take all your skins 
and share it with my brothers.” 

David made it to the top of the mountain and looked out at the giant who stood in the valley, 
hands wrapped around his lips to make a horn. He was shouting colorful insults at the people 
inside the camp who were practically ignoring him. A servant took a moment to stand still 
and look with him at the giant. 

“New here?” He said, having to lean closer in order to be heard over the storm of insults.. 
“Yes, What is that thing?” 

“That would be Goliath. He’s in a good mood today.” 

“How is that a good mood?” 

“You should have seen him yesterday, I never knew that many insults existed.” 

“And the soldiers? Surely someone would have offered to fight this uncircumcised beast by 


now?” 

“Oh absolutely not, can you blame them? That thing is gigantic” 

“Still...” 

The man shrugged and re-positioned his load, “I’ve got to go, can I send you anywhere?” 
“I’m here to visit my brothers and give them some food.” 

“Who?” 

“Elihab, Abinadab and Samma” 

“Oh that’s easy, they are just on the other side of that big tent, the one Saul is living in.” 
“Thank you.” 

David went in the direction the man had pointed him and tried to keep himself from sending 
curious glances at Goliath whose insults had gotten even more colorful and abundant. That 
for forty days straight has to be devastating for morale, he thought. There was also another, 
small part of him that admired the creativity of his insults. He might be a beast but he was 
inspired. 

Elihab was sitting outside of his tent attempting to sharpen his old sword with a polishing 
stone that had been almost equally worn out. He looked up with dull eyes that flashed with 
joy when he recognised David. Their relationship had never been the warmest and David 
being crowned king over him definitely didn’t help. But they were starting to warm up to 
each other, somehow, the fact that they now shared a similar burden, the one of being 
responsible for others. Made it easier to understand each other. 

“T have food for you and the rest” 

Elihab immediately discarded his previous task of polishing a lost cause and took the bags 
from him. “Thank you. It’s good to see someone who hasn't been enduring... Well. That.” He 
gestured at Goliath who was now shouting something about their size. 

“Mum’s been worried, You haven’t been sending messages.” 

“T know, it was hard to think with that thing in the background. Besides, I have nothing to 
report about.” 

David leaned back and looked at Goliath again. “This is ridiculous. someone has to fight 
him” 

“Well unless you’re enlisting” 

“Can 1?” 

“What do you mean, Can you? Technically anyone can offer themselves as champion. But if 
you were asking for my approval you have it not.” 

David gave a crooked grin. “I think I'm gonna fight it.” 

“David, come on, I was just joking. What’s mum gonna say to me when I turn back home and 
have to tell her that you died in the most useless fight imaginable” 

“Why are you so certain I would die?” 

Elihab gestures wildly with his hands “Why do you think you stand a chance?” 

“T have El on my side” 

“Oh for El’s sake David, it doesn’t work like that. They aren’t gonna make some insane 
miracle for you if you pray enough, If El wanted to, they would have destroyed that thing 
right away” 

“T think 1 stand a chance” 

“David please, just because the Lord has chosen you for their divine task doesn’t mean you 
are now invincible. What would happen if you died?” Elihab grabbed him by the forearm 
and pulled him so close his mouth was inches away from David’s ear. “Israel would be 
without a king once again.” 

“Brother, I am not a fool. Have I ever taken up a fight I couldn't win? No, because I think my 


actions through. I have my slingshot with me alright? I’m never gonna be within arm’s reach 
of that uncircumcised thing” 

“Had said that earlier,” Elihab let go of David’s arm, “T still think it’s terribly dangerous” 
“T’m going to Saul's tent to ask his permission.” 

“Of course you are.” 

Elihab stayed behind as David strolled off again. He only sat frozen for a few more seconds 
before he jumped up and started shouting for the other brothers to come. “You’ll never 
believe what David just came up with!” 


It didn’t take long at all to convince the king to let him fight, in fact it was frightening how 
cheerfully Saul handed him his armor. A sword, heavier than the ones he had trained with. He 
got copper armor and breastplates. Leather sandals and a helmet with golden inlay. David put 
them on in front of a gathering of people amongst which the advisors, a few servants and the 
king. The armor made it difficult for him to move and the metal breastplate bumped up 
against his chin. Everything felt heavy and constricting, David attempted to lift his arm and 
although he got it up with fair enough ease the shoulderplates jammed his movement above a 
certain point. 

He pictured himself on the fields standing off against Goliath, too small for his armor and 
hopelessly tiny. A bug Goliath would crush. 

He would have to be able to outrun the giant and he would need a free arm to be able to 
swing the stones around. He looked up from his thoughts and saw Saul carrying a nervous 
smile. 

“Well, are you ready?” 

“No. I can’t go out like this.” David gestured one of the servants over to help him take 
everything off again. “I'll fight him in my normal clothes” 

This upset Saul. “You can’t do that, he’ll rip you apart.” He said before he could stop 
himself. 

David took off his helmet and looked the king in the eyes. He looked a lot better than when 
he last saw him, the half moons under his eyes were only faint today. He had a few gray hairs 
in his beard. To David’s surprise there was no recognition in his eyes when they looked at 
each other. Did he know David was the one who had sung for him about a year ago? He had 
been very tired that day, maybe he really hadn’t recognised his face. If he did, would he care? 
“Tt’s fine” He assured the king, “I have El on my side, and this is not the first beast if have 
slain” 


* 


Jonathan stood next to Saul on the best spot, outlooking the broad fields of Oak Valley. On 
Saul’s other side, Abner stood smiling not so modestly like they weren’t about to sacrifice a 
man. Jonathan knew Abner was less responsible for this cruel tactic. But Abner wasn’t his 
father so he felt free to be angry with him. 

He frowned and looked away. The crowd was gigantic as all the men and women from both 
camps had gathered themselves around a relatively flat piece of field. Saul had sent a 
messenger to tell the Philistines they had finally found a champion, and Goliath was standing 
in the middle of the natural circle wearing his shining armor and all. Their own champion 
was nowhere to be found. 

Or at least, he was unrecognizable in the size of the crowd. 

“Where is our champion?” He finally hissed at his father who stood tall and proud. 


“He’s probably struggling his way through the crowd, you might be able to see him, small 
boy, has red hair.” 

Jonathan who had been looking around himself turned back toward his father. “You can’t be 
serious” 

“T know it’s not pretty, but he’s the only one who had volunteered in more than a moon, if we 
wait any longer morale will be so crushed nobody will ever volunteer anymore” 

Jonathan shook his head, letting the subject rest. He was glad not to be in Saul's position. He 
felt silently grateful for El to have taken the diving will away from Saul, that way he would 
never have to be in that position himself. 


Then the red haired champion showed up. Guided by two much bigger men, one of whom put 
a hand on his shoulder and said something. 

“Where is his armor?” Jonathan asked in dismay. 

“T offered him my finest but he said ‘no thank you.’” 

“That boy is insane. Without any armor Goliath will literally rip him open.” 

Around them bets were being made saying pretty much the same thing, although the way in 
which the red haired champion would be destroyed was a topic of much debate. Jonathan 
began to feel sick. On the dusty ground that will later be filled with blood stood the young 
man. He looked up at Goliath who was easily three whole body’s taller than him. 

“T have come to accept your challenge, Uncircumcised Beast.” 

With a shock Jonathan realised he had heard that voice before, the singer. The boy who had 
done so much good for them was back, this time to make a sacrifice. He raked his brain to 
remember, it hadn't been that long ago, he could still vividly conjure his image. David! That 
was his name. 

David stood still, looking at Goliath waiting for his response and his response came, in 
heaves of laughter and pointing. “When I asked for the best of the Israelites I expected a 
mouse, not a worm.” 

“Well, here you have me. Your worm to kill. Now shall we get on to the fight?” 

“Eager, I like that. You might not be the greatest but you are certainly brave. For Israelite 
standards” 

Somehow this also made the Philistines laugh and point, this time at the whole group of 
them. 

Goliath didn’t waste any more time and charged at David who quickly stepped aside. and 
rolled over the ground to get to another side. Goliath turned and looked at the man who was 
now standing on top of a boulder. Inside his hand he held something small. Jonahtan had 
been too distracted by the giant to see where he had gotten it from but before there was much 
time to think about it David began to swing his arm back and forth. Everyone was still, 
unable to understand what he was doing. Goliath too stood still and looked as David’s swings 
got bigger and he started to swing the thing around with huge speed. Goliath cracked a grin, 
he opened his mouth to say something that would undoubtedly be mockery again when David 
let go of his shot and a stone - the size of your thumb and pointy finger against each other- 
landed directly between Goliath's eyebrows. 

He never said his insults, instead he staggered, two steps forward like a final attempt to kill 
David, then backward to try and regain his balance but it was too late and he fell to the 
ground. 
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Chapter Summary 


David and Jonathan have a *Moment* 
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David jumped from his high ground to where Goliath had fallen. He took a moment to look at 
the gigantic corpse before he stood right by his head and bent over to feel for a pulse in his 
neck. This confirmed what he already knew, it was dead. He straightened himself and leant 
forward to close the giant’s eyes. It was only after he had taken a moment that he looked up 
and pried Goliath’s swords from his limp fingers. The sand around his feet was beginning to 
color red with the blood from Goliath’s head and he was silently thankful for his shoes. 


David held the sword, twice his size in his hand and lifted it up to the skies where even the 
people in the back would be able to see it. Then he brought it down, using the massive 
sword’s weight and momentum to slice almost halfway through the neck of the beast. 


Only when he got back up did the crowd react to the things that had happened mere seconds 
ago. Strangely, the philistines reacted first, the leader of them erupted in loud bellowing and 
began to throw curses much as Goliath had done. 


Only then did his own people react by each grabbing their own stone and throwing them at 
the angry, shouting barbarians. 


David stepped backwards, having to hide behind the giant’s corpse to cover himself from the 
many stones. soldiers, men who felt brave again ran after the quickly retreating Philistines 
following and murdering them far away. A few people stayed behind, the men stood still 
around the corpse and some began to pull on his head. People, he couldn’t see who, used 
their own swords to cut through the rest of the flesh. David looked on in a daze. Where his 
people had been having a difficult time comprehending the fact that David had won. He now 
had a difficult time comprehending the rule of soldiers. 


Someone grabbed his shoulder as he staggered backwards from the sound of bone being cut. 
Elihab had found his way through the crowd and was now looking at David with a gentle 
smile. 


“So Samuel did know what he was doing, huh...” 


“You doubted me” 
“Doubt is human nature. Now let’s get that blood off your feet.” 


They left, retreating back to the tents as though they were merely spectators who had gotten 
sick of the whole show early. 


“If you had stayed they would be carrying you through the fields right now” 
“T heard it’s a bumpy ride, and i’d rather have the blood washed off me,” 


Elihab nodded and looked at the ground. they were silent for a while when he said. 

“Things will be different after this. You are going to be famous, like it or not. the king will 
want to keep you close in his court. You will never be able to be a regular sheep keeper 
again.” (.) said this with an air of concern, like he was trying to put a word to something else. 


“T know.” David replied, he sat down on a stool inside of the tent and took off his sandals he 
breathes in, “thank you.” 


Elihab paused to look at him. ‘It’s no problem.” 


Nobody said anything after that, David tried to get everything he hadn’t said before out 
within the limited time they had in this silence. He wanted to shake his brother again and tell 
him that he loved him, he wanted to cry and tell him to say goodbye to his parents for him. 
Like one would ask right before they died. Maybe this was a sort-of death. Death of the 
shepherd version of himself, death of the young boy, death of the son. What person would 
take his place? 


Dvid washed his own feet using a small leather pouch with water, when the majority was 
rubbed off his feet he looked up to see Elihab sitting on a stool. He gestured to his own face 
like he wanted to wipe something away from the corner of his mouth. “You have a little 
somethin’ right here” 


David mimicked the motion with his wetened hand “What is it, Did i get it?” 
“Probably blood, you splashed a lot when you sliced his neck. Yep you got it” 


Samma slapped open the flap of the tent and peeked inside. “There you are, Saul has 
requested an immediate audience with you” 


David went outside the tent and was immediately met with loud cheers. There was a large 
crowd storming around, still drunk on victory. a bunch of people were holding the bloodied 


head of Goliath and as David tried to pass them they shoved it into his arms. 


A man wearing a formal uniform waited for him outside of Saul’s tent. He looked David up 
and down. 


“You are the one who defeated Goliath?” He asked. 


David paused, the question was so strange he didn’t know how or whether to respond to it. 
“Yes, he is,” Elihab said on his behalf. 


“Good, the king would like to meet you formally” He looked at David's ragged appearance 
and the bleeding head he was currently holding out at a distance by the hairs to avoid getting 
too much blood on himself again. Then he flapped aside the tent fabric and led David in. 


David looked behind himself to see everyone else taking a step back, he would do this by 
himself. He tried to smile at his brothers but it couldn't have been very convincing. He 
followed the general in. 


Inside the tent Saul was sitting behind a low table that had a bunch of stones and sticks 
stalled out on it. He wasn’t the only one in here, there were the servants, the people he 
considered to be the king’s advisors, the general and... David stopped dead in his tracks. He 
knew that man. 


The young man standing beside Saul had a thin beard and deep brown curls. His eyes were 
deep set and dark. David couldn’t help but stare as he tried to place the appearance in his 
memory. 


“Thank you Abner” Saul said as the general stepped aside to present David. Abner bowed 
shortly. 


Saul looked at him with high raised brows “Who is your father?” 
“Jesse of Bethlehem sir.” 


There was a look of comprehension and Saul widened his eyes at Abner who was standing a 
bit to the left. 


“And who are you?” He asked David again. 


David was again having a hard time paying attention to the king. The young man beside him 
-his son probably- was staring at David unapologetically. David found he didn’t mind. He 
had a nice face to stare at. David didn’t look away this time when he responded to Saul’s 
question. “I am David, sheep keeper” 


“Do you know how to fight?” 


David paused again, where people dumb in here or did he not understand something about 
politics. He looked at Saul with a slight air of annoyance. “I suppose so.” 


“In hand to hand combat, when you do not have access to whatever thing you had with you 
today, will you be able to take on someone else?” 


“Depends... Who am I fighting?” 


“Theoretically, my son.” David, glad to have a good excuse to look at the man some more 
took in his form up and down. He had big muscles and an angular face with cheekbones that 
could cut glass. He found himself smiling slightly. The man too, had a crooked grin, his lips 
curled upward slightly on the side of his face his dad couldn’t see. 


“T think i could last him for a while” 


Saul nodded, ““We’ll see about that later...” Saul looked up again “You are dismissed, I want 
to see you this time tomorrow. I will bring a trainer for you.” 


David nodded then shook his head “for what?” 
“You are my new general, you’ll have to be able to fight with other weapons.” 


“Yea alright” David put down Goliath’s head in the middle of the tent. it wasn’t decent, but 
he only just realized he was still holding that thing and he couldn’t stand it for another 
second. 


David left that tent swiftly, followed by Saul’s son. He caught up to him when David was 
almost out of the camp. He felt like taking a long, far walk. 


“Can I accompany you?” 
“Yes, of course” 


They walked in silence, His broad form hid David from curious glances allowing them to go 
behind a few trees to the creek where he could, maybe, calm down completely. 


“Are you alright? This has to feel like a shock to you. David stopped abruptly in his tracks, of 
course he recognized him now. 


“Jonathan.” 

Jonathan grinned, “Yes.” 

“T couldn’t recall your name this whole time, I felt bad.” 
“We hardly met the first time.” 

“Yes, I suppose. Still the same caring person then? 


“What do you mean?” 


“The first time we met, you spent all that time fussing over whether or not i would make it 
home safely” 


“T was wrong apparently, ‘cause here you are.” 

“Yes, here I am.” 

They continued to walk over the fields. “Thank you, for caring” 
Jonathan laughed “Thank you for Slaying the beast and saving Israel” 
“That’s not the same.” 

“You bet it’s not” 


“No, I mean. Anyone can wield a slingshot if you teach them long enough. Not everyone can 
be kind” 


Jonathan fell silent, his smile faded away and he looked at the dust between his feet. Was that 
the wrong thing to say? David wondered. He stood by it, he was right. Luckily the silence 
didn’t last too long and Jonahtan grinned at him again. “In that case, will you teach me?” 


“Absolutely, though not today if that’s alright” 


“Sure, we have all the time there is. If you want I can teach you how to sword fight, you’re 
going to need that skill.” 


“Ts your Dad planning to make us battle?” 


“Yea, at some point probably. We’ ll be fine though, it's a matter of honor rather than life and 
death.” 


They reached the creek and David slumped down on the rocks with a deep sigh. He slowly 
slid his feet into it, closing his eyes, overwhelmed with the pleasure of cool water. 


“Do you miss your sheep?” 


David opened one eye to look at Jonathan who was sitting next to him, eyes trained on the 
slowly flowing water. 


“T left them in safe hands and I've only been gone for a day...” 
“Right, sorry.” 
“But I do miss them.” 


Jonathan laughed again and David though surprised that he seemed to have an even more 
cheerful personality than himself. His brothers would be surprised to hear about this, he 
thought. David unwound his shoulders, he wanted to let himself go completely, to lay 
backward in the soft grass and relish in the broken shadow of the trees. but he was sitting 


next to the crown prince and had to keep reminding himself that this was someone he had to 
be careful around no matter how gentle he seemed, no matter how much he liked Jonathan 
already, after mere minutes. He sat up a bit straighter, he had always gotten too easily caught 
up in his emotions. 


They were sitting underneath a small tree at the edge of the field, they had spent the whole 
day together, talking often but most of the time in silence, David’s intention to be on his 
guard had slipped away to the back of his mind as he enjoyed Jonahtan’s company. 


“You seem cold, Here take my cloak” Jonathan said while unclasping it from his shoulder. 


David’s breath caught. Unable to say anything he watched Jonahtan casually drape it over his 
shoulders like it wasn’t a big deal. 


He then took off his sword and put it down at David's feet, the same thing happened to his 
bow. 


“Jonathan.” David’s voice caught again, he had meant to say i can t accept this, take it all 
back please this is too much. What he ended up saying was. “What are you doing?” 


“Tt’s symbolic, Iam giving you my sword, my cloak and my bow.” 
“Why?” 
“Because it is yours now,” 


David stared at his feet to avoid looking at the gorgeous man next to him. He knew what this 
all meant, he had received plenty of lessons from Samuel on how to be a king. But he didn't 
understand why? Jonathan was a smart man, he knew that much about him already and yet he 
had pledged loyalty to practically a stranger as if it was nothing. 


“David, 1 want to make a bond with you” Jonathan said these words as the day began to fade. 
They were still away from camp, and David had only just woken up from an accidental 
power nap. 


“Like what, and why?” 


“T have no idea what is going to happen after today, you feel like a wild card that has gotten 
out of his deck. But i can tell it’s going to be a big change and 1 know we’ll both need 


someone to trust in whatever it is that happens next” 


David wondered if he should tell him now, that he had been crowned king by Samuel, that he 
would one day take his fathers throne away from him. That if Saul doesn’t give up willingly 
there might be war. But he feared for his response too much and nodded instead. 


“T will make a covenant with you, Jonathan son of Saul” He turned himself further to the 
beautiful man and grabbed his hand, holding it formally between them. 


“My soul is bound with yours as I speak these words.” He swallowed, worrying that that 
would be too intense. Jonathan held his other hand and inclined his head until there was 
hardly any space left between their foreheads. 


“My soul is bound to yours as I speak these words.” He replied, then looked directly into 
David’s eyes “There is grace in your eyes and i hereby promise, that my heart will never turn 
against you” 


“T promise that my heart will never turn itself against you.” David replied. “Whatever it is 
that we have between us it is above all matter” 


“Whatever it is that we have between us is above all matter” a stray hair from Jonathan’s 
curls tickled his forehead. David would have laughed at his own silliness. it was true, he 
would have nothing but a friend in Jonathan. Definitely not an enemy to fear. 


“T am Loyal to you, David.” 
“As I am to you, Jonathan.” 


Here they stopped and David found himself having a hard time looking Jonathan directly in 
the eye. 


He could hardly comprehend the vastness of what they had just named. 
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Chapter Summary 


My boy learns how to fight. 


Saul was walking past the green edge of a forest he hardly knew. He was walking with David 
on one side and Abner on the other. Jonathan had asked to come but Saul had tactfully 
declined, and when that failed; outright told him no. 


He could tell his son was attached to the boy and although he didn’t mind that per-se. He did 
realize that there was a place for feelings and a place for war and the two did not work well 
together. He had to make this funny looking boy into his right hand man and couldn’t have 
Jonathan standing between them here to mediate. 


Jonathan was a good mediator. 


“What are we doing here?” David asked as he looked around. He seemed to linger his eyes 
on the hills that went to Bethlehem. 


“We are here because you and I need to create a mutual understanding boy.” 
“You don’t have to call me boy, I am an adult, I just look young for my age.” 
“Sure.” 


“And what is he doing here?” David tilted his head toward Abner who was walking a short 
distance from them. 


“He has to be here too” Was all Saul said when he gestured the man closer. “Abner, you have 
been an amazing warrior and a true friend, your role as my right hand man was well deserved 
and I am ever grateful for all your good advice and support. However, in light of recent 
events I see it necessary to demote you.” 


Abner nodded, his chin slightly toward his chest. They had discussed this formality 
beforehand. Abner knew nothing would actually change, nothing real at least. He was a great 
right hand man and he understood when it was necessary to give the title away to a small boy 
who had become a living legend. 


To Saul’s surprise David began to protest. “Oh, no you can’t do that. He is far more 
experienced than me...” David trailed off, staring at a point in the distance like he was 
thinking something through. 


Saul didn’t wait for him to say more. “David, I bestow upon you the honor of being my right 
hand man, you will go into the next battle by my side, give advice and be my eyes and ears at 
court. Abner,” He turned to his friend, “You will be here to help him do his duties properly.” 


Abner nodded and stepped away. “I understand my lord, I will leave now to let you explain to 
David his new job.” 


“Thank you Abner” 
When Abner was away Saul turned to David again. “Do you have any questions?” 
“Can I visit my family?” 


“No, things are restless right now, I need my right hand man within arms reach for the rest of 
the season.” 


As a general David found himself suddenly put in charge of a large group of men. Silently 
thankful that the large part of the battle was over and his brothers had gone home by now to 
see their families again David walked past the line of men who had more or less lined up for 
him. He would not be able to command his eldest brothers around if his life depended on it. 


He stood still in a patch of dust that seemed like there had been more feet before him to stand 
in this place. 


“So. Thanks to recent events I am now your general.” The army kept quiet. “Now I will 
admit that I do not know a lot about this army's protocols yet. And I can tell that you are all 
tired. 


But do you see that?” He pointed in the distance where the field he had sling shotted Goliath 
lay before their eyes. “That was our enemy and I defeated him like he was a bug walking on 
my walls. I will take care of all of you and lead us into battle and we will win. Because we 
have Elohim on our side!” David shouted for all of them to hear. He didn’t believe that 
Elohim was the main reason they were going to win. He would have to do a lot of drills with 
them in order to get any kind of order in the group and he could already feel they were hardly 
organized. 


Most of the Philistines were far away by now. fled back to their home base. and as Samuel 
had taught him not too long ago. “A fleeing enemy is an easy enemy.” 


He didn’t have to do much. They had numbers on their side, morale was astronomically high 
while the philistines morale was battered into the ground like Goliath’s body. They went after 
the unorganized bunch in a tight peloton. David Had already told the people who had and 


knew how to use a slingshot to gather at the mountains and hide between the rocks and in 
caves. The rest of his force would make a u shape to chase all the Philistines into the valley 
where it would be incredibly easy to kill them all off. 


And they did. 


He had spent so much time getting good with a sword he hadn’t realized that what had been a 
game to him was a matter of life and death for others. And he was good, Frighteningly so. 


People began to run from him as soon as they caught a glimpse of his red hair, and although 
almost all of that was thanks to his slaying of Goliath and the legend that surrounded him 
now. That didn’t explain the sand at his feed that was once again colored red at his feet. The 
movement’s he made with his sword were more reflex than well thought out, which was 
good. Because if he spent any more time thinking about the fact that his methodical slashing 
and stabbing meant pain and death for others he wouldn’t be able to do it anymore. 


When he had spent long enough in the field, a circle would create itself around him, marked 
with bodies like warnings that kept everyone safely away from him. Jonathan was the only 
one who dared cross the circle. He was doing it right now. talking to David through the 
ringing in his ears and holding his bloodied arms. 


Sounds faded away, and Jonathan began to pull at his arm. When David didn’t respond he 
picked him up in his arms and began to walk back to the camp. 


David felt his muscles relax against his will, he put his head against Jonathan’s chest, 
frustrated that he couldn’t hear his heartbeat through the copper armor. 


“Battle ‘s n’t over” he slurred. 

“No but you are done for the week.” 

“Am perfectly fine” 

“Are you sure?” 

David didn’t respond. Jonathan stopped his walk to pull him closer. 

“It’s alright, I get it. this is all new to you. But I need you to understand that there is such a 
thing as a hurt soul. Sometimes the skin doesn’t show pain, but it is definitely there. You need 


to rest David. Heal.” 


This didn’t require a response so David closed his eyes against the bright sunlight of another 
day at the edge of the desert. 


Jonathan carried him all the way back to his tent. David had his own tent. Jonathan didn’t let 
go until he was laid down on the mattress. 


“T’ll get you something to eat k?” 


David reached out and made a strangled sound. Managing to grab the hem of Jonathan’s robe 
just in time before he left. “Stay” 


“You'll grow hungry.” 
“T’1l miss you.” 

“T’ll come back” 

“Stay” 

“Why?” 

“Because I want you to.” 


Jonathan looked around and grabbed a small bowl of fruit from the chest in the corner of 
David’s tent. “You think this will do for now?” 


“Sure.” 


“Alright.” Jonathan lowered himself next to where David was laying down staring up at the 
tent. 


“Tt gets better, you know” 

“What does?” 

“Killing people.” 

“Does it ever actually get easy?” 

“No.” 

“Good.” 

It takes a long time before David says something again. “Are you comfortable on the floor?” 
“No.” 


David laughs a little, for the first time in more than a day “would you be more comfortable in 
a bed?” 


Jonathan lays down next to him with great care not to take too much space. He is facing the 
side of David’s head who is still staring up. 


“T chose this all by myself. You don’t have to take care of me.” 


“This is no obligation.” 

“T just, I thought it would be all glory and heroism.” 
“Glory up close tends to lose its shine huh?” 

“T was a fool.” 


“That makes no sense, you couldn’t have known you would get tangled up in all of this when 
you decided to kill Goliath” 


“T did” 
“Hm...?” 


David froze, silently cursing himself for talking before thinking. Jonathan had been nice to 
him so far, but he could not expect him to be more loyal to him than his own father. The truth 
was an impossible situation. 


“David, are you okay?” 

“Yea i’m fine” 

“How did you know?” 

“T had a teacher who would tell me about strategy and all that” 


Jonathan shifted, his arm softly brushing up against David’s side. David waited for him to say 
something more, ask him until he caved and spilled all the secrets and betrayal like a flood. 
But Jonathan remained quiet. Eventually a soft snore rose from the side and David breathed 
out. 


He had been wrong. 


The energy that had just been used to keep his breath and secrets in was now used to scold 
himself. Jonathan was wayy too good for him. He didn’t deserve a friend who was this soft 
and trusting, he would end up hurting him. Jonathan didn’t deserve this, not to be kept in the 
dark, not to be forced to choose. 


Brother 


Michal was strolling through the halls of the castle, silently enjoying the looks she got from 
servant’s and visitors alike. She had spent extra time on her looks this morning, not for any 
specific reason other than that she liked the feeling of knowing she looked good. Besides, the 
army would finally come home today. Michal trotted up the stairs til she was high enough to 
overlook the golden hills. If she squinted and looked really carefully, she could see a dark 
line of the crowd coming closer. It had been months since Saul left with Jonathan and Abner 
and she had gotten hardly enough news of them in all the time they had been gone. She 
missed her brother. His gentle demeanor, his jokes and the protectiveness that would rear 
whenever he felt that a man was looking at her wrong. 


That she hadn’t heard a lot from them didn’t mean she had no idea what to expect when they 
all had dinner this evening. She knew there had been a red haired boy that had single 
handedly destroyed The giant Goliath. To be honest, she had been hearing nothing but tales 
of this young man’s heroism for a whole week. Every time she heard the story the giant 
seemed to have gotten bigger and the defeat easier. She knew how stories could inflate, grow 
and live a life of their own. 


But whatever truth there was to the story, she would get to hear it first hand this evening. Saul 
would have to invite the boy to eat with them. 


“Hey, what brings you here?” 


Michal turned around to see Merhab, her sister, leaming casually against the stone walls. She 
wasn’t looking out over the fields at the marching army that kept getting closer and instead 
stared at Michal’s face. 


“Fancy a hero?” She guessed. 

Michal shrugged “Don’t we all?” 

Merhab laughed at that. “Not necessarily. Heroes bring too much drama” 
“Oh, but you of all people should know how I love drama!” 


“Oh I know all too well...”” Merhab lowered her head to finally look at their family coming 
back. “I don’t know Michal. It feels big,” She looked up through narrowed eyes". The people 
are already singing of change in the streets. Please, promise me not to get caught up in all of 
it.” 


“What’s wrong with change?” 


“In order to be born again, something has to die first” 
“Wow... That’s so profound.” 
Merhab huffed. “No need to make fun of me.” 


“But you are so wise in the ways of science...” Michal trailed off to suppress a snicker. 
Merhab was looking at her with a whole newfound level of annoyance but there was no real 
anger in her eyes. 


“This is the last time I give good advice to you.” 
“No it’s not. if you have to keep it all in you will burst before the day is over.” 
“Let's go down, They seem to be close and the staff has been slacking, we better help out. 


“Ah, yes, we wouldn’t want the great king to arrive from a month long war and find that 
there is dirt on the floor.” 


“You underestimate how bad it is. They are so busy cleaning that no one is attending the 
kitchen.” 


“No food?” 
“Oh, so when it comes to food you are willing to work?” 


Michal was already going down the staircase rolling up the sleeves of her dress and lifting the 
side to make a knot and give herself more agility. “Come on sis, haste yourself lest we starve 
tonight” 


“Drama queen” 


Time passed in a whirlwind. One day David was fighting a war, the other he was having 
dinner with Jonahtan and his whole family. He had stopped missing his family in those days. 
Who has time to miss someone when you are fighting like a beast. David saw more dying 
men in the days he spent on the battlefield then he had ever imagined could be real. 


They had been hanging out a lot in the past days, whenever Jonathan wasn’t busy doing 
something for his dad. Or when David wasn’t off on some errand Saul sent him on. Honestly 
Saul had been commanding him around since the day he defeated Goliath. It was getting 
annoying to be honest. David was beginning to feel that Saul’s favor was worse than his 
wrath. Though he only thought this because he hadn’t experienced his wrath yet. 


This was the grand banquet however and he was guaranteed to be able to actually sit down 
and enjoy himself for once. He looked over to Jonathan who was just making conversation 
with one of his sisters. It was a full table much like his own family back at home David 
thought. This sent a spike of sorrow through his chest. He hadn’t been gone any time at all 
yet he already missed them. He hoped someone capable had taken over his sheep keeping 
duties, though he wouldn’t know who it had to be. None of the boy’s understood anything 
about responsibility. He scowled at his food, lamb's brisket. He had been able to see Elihab 
and Samma a few times on their way back, but only in passing. They would have arrived at 
the farm by now. It was only a few hours away from here. If he chose so, he could probably 
leave now and see them before the sun was down. 


Nizevet would welcome him back in without any doubt “Got tired of playing hero my boy?” 
He could hear her voice “Come on in, it is far too dangerous outside.” For the first time he 
agreed with her. He felt like a fish who had found his way from a river into an ocean. or a 
worm who had just discovered that the pile of compost it had lived its life in was as big as a 
speck of dust in comparison to the vastness of the ground. 


“You good?” Jonathan’s gentle voice pulled him back into the present. He looked up into his 
deep brown eyes and realized he had been scowling for a long time. He shook his head. 
“Yeah, all good.” 


“You can talk to me.” 
“Not here.” 


Jonathan inclined his head, his dark skin glowed in the late candlelight and the sun that came 
in low through the window. “Shall I introduce my siblings then?” 


David looked at the crowd. 
“Not all of them, I'll start with introducing my oldest sisters. The rest can wait.” 
“Then, yeah.” 


Jonathan looked at the sister he had previously been talking to. “David, this is Merhab. The 
only sensible of my siblings.” 


The girl whose name was Merhab laughed a bit at that and gave David her widest smile. 
“That is true.” 


There was a smaller girl sitting next to her who poked Merhab. “Please, I would suggest that 
if anyone here is sane it would be me.” 


Jonathan laughed a lot less restrained at that. “That would be Michal. Be careful with her.” 


David frowned. “Do I need to be careful not to hurt her or the other way around?” 


Jonathan squeezed his arm in a playful manner “All of the above. I swear, half the time I'm 
scared of her, the other half I'm scared on her behalf.” 


“Nice to meet you Michal. You sound a lot like how my own siblings would introduce me.” 


Michal had to lean forward to see his face, luckily she was just behind the bend in the table, 
otherwise it would have been impossible to see each other. “How fun, who knows you and I 
can get along well.” 


“Oh, please don’t corrupt him Michal. My heart can’t take the stress.” Jonathan held his chest 
in mock agony. Barely able to hide his grin. 


David patted his shoulder, joking along “there there, it’1l be fine.” 


David felt a faint prickle in his skin that was different from the warmth he had been feeling 
so far. He looked up to see Merhab staring at him with calculating eyes. He wondered how 
Jonathan had warned him from Michal who was clearly joking. But not for Merhab’s 
piercing, all knowing gaze. Her eyes softened and she smiled at him. This only intensified the 
feeling that she knew something about him that he didn’t. 


David and Jonathan walked through the castle's hallway back to their own place. David had 
gotten a room right by Jonathan to his own surprise. He had half expected to be put in the 
servants quarters or a temporary guest room but when he entered he saw a wonderfully made 
bed and a floor that was almost entirely covered with a red carpet that still smelled of sheep 
and wool dye. He looked around with wide eyes and saw Jonathan still standing in the 
doorway. 


“Like your room?” 


“Oh absolutely...”” David wanted to say more but words seemed to fall short so instead he 
stood in the middle of his new room and smiled broadly at Jonathan hoping that it wasn’t too 
dark yet for him to see his smile. 


“What made you so upset at dinner?” 
David faltered, he had forgotten all about that. “My sheep.” 


Jonathan grinned and walked into the room closing the door behind him. “Ah yes, I'm sure 
they are fine.” 


“Tt’s not just the sheep. I am so close to home I can smell it.” 
Jonathan blinked, slightly confused. “You miss home.” 
“Yes.” 


“Why is that something you can’t discuss at dinner?” 


“T'm not sure anymore.” 
“Alright, can I do something for you?” 


David responded with a long silence. “I don’t know” A part of him wanted to ask Jonathan to 
stay here with him, but that felt like too much to ask. Besides, Jonathan had so far proven that 
he was willing to do anything for him if he asked nicely enough, and that was kind of scary. 


“Shall I leave you? It’s been a long day and sleep is probably the wisest thing right now” 
“Yes, I suppose.” 


“Goodnight David” 


Jonathan carried a bag of sweets in his arms, steadily walking up the hill. He could see the 
silhouette of his father and his friend talking in the relative distance, David was motioning 
wildly with his arms while frequently stepping away from random admirers. He hadn’t seen 
David in a while, partially because Saul had managed to give him even more duties and 
errands, partially because David had been avoiding him since the battle with the Moabites. 


He understood the need for personal space and didn’t mind taking a step back but that didn’t 
mean it didn’t hurt. He put down the woven basket inside the provisions tent and walked out 
just in time to see David lose it. 


“Well that’s not my fault for heaven’s sake. You’ve been sending me on wild goose chase 
after goose chase with little to no instruction. Are you really surprised I did it wrong? How 
was I supposed to know you wanted the new banner in purple when your exact words were: 
“get me a new banner, doesn’t matter which color”! 


Saul folded his arms the way he did when he wanted to look like an unbreakable wall. 
Jonathan quickly intervened before Saul could get properly angry at David’s disrespect. “TI 
think we all need to take a second to cool off okay. It’s the sun, makes you say things” He 
stressed these last words at David who looked unimpressed. 


“You believe i need to take a break?” 
“Yes, get some water to drink” 


Before David could turn around and walk off Jonahtan grabbed his arm and leaned in. “We 
also need to talk, meet me at the south edge in a quarter” 


“Fine.” 


Jonathan let go and looked at David's back as he walked off to his own tent. Jonathan kept 
standing next to his father who had turned toward him now. 


“Ts it true, what he says?” 


“.. Yes” Saul said, to Jonathan's great surprise, “I know you like him and want me to be good 
to him. But I am telling you, there is something off about this boy and I cannot have him get 
too powerful.” 


“He’s just a guy. I mean, sure the people love him. But it is so much more logical to keep him 
close to you, As long as David respects you the people will respect you through him.” 


“Do you not hear yourself? That is exactly what I don't want, if the people like him that puts 
me in immediate danger.” 


Jonathan shook his head, “He admires you so much, used to at least. Are you really going to 
throw that away because of a bad feeling?” 


Saul made a face, “I will be tolerable to him, but only for your sake. And jonathan?” 
“Yes?” 

“Be careful,” 

“T am always careful” 


Saul nodded, accepting this for now and gestured to the south end of the camp. “Go have 
your picnic or whatever” 


“Right.” Jonathan jogged off but not before stopping in the provisions tent to get two 
peaches. 


David was waiting for him right where they had said, he had his arms folded and was 
walking back and forth by a small tree. 


“Hy” 


“Please don’t take his side in this. He has been horrible to me for weeks, i can’t just keep 
taking it” 


“No, I agree with you... I can't take a side in this though. He’s my father, family always 
comes first.” 


“Right,” 
“That is not to say you are less important” 


“That’s confusing” 


“Agreed. Want to start walking?” 


They walked for a long time, Jonathan noticed that David had taken the direction of 
Bethlehem. He wondered whether David knew this, or if he had subconsciously followed the 
trail that leads home. they wouldn’t get there of course, it was hours away and before they got 
halfway Jonathan wanted to stop him. Until then, though, it was fine to just let David lead the 
way. He had a fast pace, making it hard for Jonathan to both pay attention to him and to the 
road they were walking which was covered in mean thorns that would prick right through 
your sandals if you weren’t careful. 


“Are you angry at me?” 
“No, why would you think that?” 


Jonathan shrugged, glad they were finally walking at a slower pace. “You are angry, and you 
have been avoiding me for weeks.” 


“You noticed...” 

“Yea, and it is kind of hurtful” 

“I’m sorry, 1 thought you would be better of without me to worry about” 

“David, I always worry. That is like, my thing. I wouldn't know what else to do.” 
“You could have a hobby.” 


“If I told you to find something else to care about than your sheep, would you be happy or 
deeply offended?” 


“Oh, 1°d be pissed” 
“T care about you David. So whatever distance you wanted to keep from me it is too late.” 


David chuckled and sat down by the roots of a lone tree that extended its branches toward the 
sky like a human leading in prayer. It had a nice shade and Jonathan easily sat down next to 
him. David immediately began playing with the sand, his slender fingers weaving through the 
endless grains like he was drawing something. Jonathan leaned back against the tree, his eyes 
closed, happy for his headscarf to cover his eyes a little. He dropped one hand at his side 
where David was drawing and erasing as he went. Without looking he found David’s hand, 
which had stilled somewhere in the sand. David’s easily went open and he held him. 


“You told me about loyalty.” David began to fill the silence. 
“T did.” 
“What does it mean?” 


“It means... That there are some people you can never turn your back on. I will never 
abandon my sisters, no matter what happens to them. I will never abandon you.” 


“But what if they fight? Michal seems feisty, what if they fought and asked you to take a 
side.” 


“They wouldn’t do that.” 
“Fight?” 


“Ask me to choose. And if they do, I will simply not choose. I do not believe love should be 
a hierarchy with one person at the top and everyone else below. I do not place one of my 
sisters above the other and so I will simply remain uninvolved with their fight.” 


“That seems unrealistic.” 

“Tt’s worth a try.” 

“T have to tell you something...” 

Jonathan paused, softly squeezing David’s hand as a reassurance. 


“T am forever loyal to you, Jonathan. I would never make you choose. That is the first thing 
you need to know. I’m sorry for shutting you out, I feared that our covenant meant something 
else than it does.” 


“T have a hard time following you.” 


“Almost a year ago the prophet Samuel came to Bethlehem to invite my family to prayer. But 
he had another plan. To crown the new king of Israel in Elohim's Name.” 


Here Jonahtan’s breath stilled, he squeezed again to tell David to keep on telling. 
“He anointed me king.” 

"Ohi" 

“Should I not have told you that?” David sounded slightly panicked. 


Jonathan took a deep breath in, it made so much sense, somehow. He thought back to his 
conversation with Saul mere hours ago. Something slipped away from him in that moment. 
like a slippery fish that plunged into the water and swam off to the depths, never to be caught 
again. 


Jonathan would later look back at this moment and tell himself it was when the last simplicity 
left his life. but that wouldn’t be true. See, there are a lot of complicated things out there, 
such as loyalty, desire and lies. But in spite of what people like to say, Love is not one of 
those things. Love is so simple it wraps your heart in linen and keeps it somewhere warm and 
soft. Love is the feeling of your mother kissing your forehead right before bedtime. it’s 
someone giving you a small gift because it made them think of you. Love is not desire. 


“Okay” Jonathan whispered with a release of breath. 


“Okay?” 

“Tt’s alright. I'm glad you told me. Man Saul’s gonna be pissed” 

“Please don’t tell him!” 

“No. No of course not, but he will find out one day, and then he will be pissed.” 
“Yea.” 

“So... Is that all?” 

“Yes.” 

“No other dark secrets to share?” 

“Nothing comes to mind.” 

“Good, because I don't think I can handle another shock today.” 

“Wait, so. You’re fine? That is it, you are just gonna let things play out?” 
Jonathan turned on his side to see David stiffly looking up at the sky. 
“Yeah, why?” 


“JT just thought you would be more upset... You are the heir after all. I would get it if you 
were angry, it isn’t fair for me to take your rightful place.” 


“David...” David blinked, his face dotted with light that fell through the leaves of their olive 
three. He seemed to hesitate, but after a few seconds he turned on his side to look back at 
jonathan. From this close he could see the honey gold in David’s eyes. Illuminated by the 
sun. 


Jonathan reached out and cradled David’s head. fingers combing through half-long red curls. 
He put his forehead to David’s feeling the warmth of his breath now they were so close. It 
was hard to tell who initiated, but merely moment’s later they were kissing. Jonathan could 
taste the sweetness of peaches, still resting on David’s lips. Everything about David was 
sweet, with surprising strength he pushed back against his muscled chest and leaned over 
Jonathan who was now on his back looking at David through long lashes. 


Kissing was an interesting activity, he had kissed before, kissed his father and siblings. even 
once a servant boy. Out of curiosity what the difference would be. Back then he had leaned 
back, shrugged and decided that there wasn’t much of a difference, but now there definitely 
was. He almost wanted to come up with a different word for this, for kissing David. 


There should be a word for it, he thought as he relaxed completely and let himself sink into 
David like he was holy water. 


How had no one told him how nice this was? he thought, then kissed David again on his 
cheekbone wondering if that too should have a word of its own. Maybe no one had told him 
because they had invented it. he briefly thought when they were so closely intertwined it was 
hard to tell what body parts belonged to who. 


After a while of on and off wondering how to call this Jonathan gave up, maybe that's why no 
one had told him. it was impossible to express in words because his lips could be used for 
something so much better than talking. 


An indefinite amount of time had passed when they stopped. David rolled onto his back and 
stared at the fragmented pattern of leaves while Jonathan continued to stare at him. 


“T've got a secret to share with you...” 
“What is it?” 


“You shouldn’t have been worried about me wanting to have the throne for myself one day. I 
never wanted to be king. Saul does want me to be king. But I never liked being a warrior. I'm 
not good at killing people.” 


“You are, you fight so well.” 


“Skill wise I might be. But I carry them around with me David. All the people I've ever made 
suffer. They take over my dreams. I'm scared that one day. My dreams will be so full of 
screaming people I won't be able to wake up until all of them are done suffering. 


“you don’t have to carry other people’s pain with you” 


“No, but I can't put it down either. I don't know how... I never want to hurt anyone, that is 
not what I am here for.” 


“T think I understand... Jonathan, when I am king I promise not to send you into battle, 
okay?” 


“Promises like that are risky. You might not be in the position to make a decision like that.” 
“T don’t care. i don’t ever want to do anything to hurt you so that promise is easy to keep” 
“You scare me when you talk like that.” 

“7m sorry” 

“Will you be this reckless as a king?” 

“T am only like this when you are here.” 


“And when i’m not around?” 


“T become much more careful” 
“Which version of yourself is true?” 


“Neither is a lie. I just feel far more confident when you are around. You make me feel 
protected.” 


They kissed again until it was so late they had to half- jog back to the camp. 


David wasn’t sure what he had expected Jonathan to do when he told him about the secret but 
kissing him was definitely not it. He liked it though, it was a great idea, as far as he cared 
they never did anything else ever again. He felt a surge of triumph every time he caught 
Jonathan looking or smiling at him, like it was a secret between the two of them. Like he had 
caught Jonathan with his great charm. He spent his days studying Jonathan like a subject, 
learning all his cues. He wondered how it was possible that all the things his mother had tried 
to teach him about love made no sense when he was with Jonathan. 


She had told him about the holy duty of marriage and the practicality of companionship. She 
had explained to him that the body could desire anyone. But why had no one explained the 
happy summersaults the creature in his chest made whenever Jonathan showed him any type 
of affection. The childish joy of being told “I care about you” in a hundred different ways. 
Neither desire or logic were in charge here. 


Snake 


Chapter Summary 


Saul starts to feel sus abt David 


Saul was staring at a group of women. Parade was a better word. They had arrived back home 
just one day ago and news of their glorious victory was already spreading through the streets. 
The women were with many and sung enthusiastically, chanting the same phrase over and 
over, 


“Sure, Saul was good but he has killed hundreds where David has killed thousands!” 


Saul huffed and turned to his advisor “The reason for that is that they have only given me 
hundred while they have given David thousands” 


Abner kept his face straight, “I’m sure you’re right.” 
“Don’t patronize me” 


“Sir 1 would never, but you have to admit there is not much to be done right in this 
discussion” 


“Fine, just leave it” 


Abner thankfully did just so and continued to watch the parade That danced through the 
streets, growing larger and louder the longer it went on. 


“Anyway can we stop them?” 
“Not if you want to avoid an uprising.” 
“T hate that boy.” 


“If I may, my king. Your reaction seems somewhat strong. He is but a boy, a legend in the 
eyes of the people. I acknowledge the threat that that makes him. But I also want to remind 
you that he is young and has shown no desire yet to undermine your power. I believe your 
reaction to be too strong too soon. Don’t make him your enemy only because you are hunted 
by an angry spirit” 


“Wait for him to slip up then?” 


“Good enough.” 


“You are wise, Abner.” 


Spring made room for the relentless heat of summer. The sun was high up all day long, like 
an eye watching everyone. David, half disappointedly, gave up his time in the battlefield and 
instead spent his days in the castle strolling around and finding new rooms. 


Somehow hearing Jonahtan confess to him how much he disliked fighting made it easier for 
David to do just that. Anyone he killed would not touch Jonahtan after all. Someone had to 
fight. 


He spent the second time back into the castle on the rooftop edge looking to the south where 
Bethlehem was somewhere. 


He wanted to hate Saul for keeping him away from his family while they were so close. in his 
mind he could see all the sheep being eaten one lost for each day an incompetent sibling tried 
to guide them. The herd would have died out by now. But Saul had actually been kind to him 
in the past moons. giving him actual advice and instructions when he sent him on an errand. 


Working with him this close gave David a good idea of how Saul's thought process worked. 
His actions were usually a lot better thought out than they seemed at first. And he proved 
over and over again to be an amazing warrior. Saul was direct about his instructions and 
never left any doubt about where you were with him, This ice in David's case. David was on 
thin ice. but for now everything was fine. Jonathan and Abner’s meddling must have pacified 
him for now. 


One day Saul had invited him to a mock battle, He had kicked his ass the first three times. 
then picked him up and began to instruct him unprompted. “You show skills but you are too 
careful about your movement’s. you have to be confident. Your sword is sharp, it will not 
miss” He had said before attacking again. 


David lost again that day but it was fine, because Saul had nodded at him and conceded that 
he had fought well. 


David fell asleep early that night, he simply plunged into his bed and drifted off with the 
weight of hours of training and running behind himself. 


He woke up late again for no apparent reason. Jonathan layed next to him, snoring slightly 
David poked his side until he moved again, wrapping one arm around his chest and pulling 
him closer. Jonathan exhaled in David’s hair. 


David wiggled his feet back under the blanket and only then wondered when Jonathan had 
gotten into his bed. He must have slept more deeply than he thought. David yawned and 
shuffled closer into Jonahtan’s chest. As far as he knew there was no safer place than here. 


Scene in which Saul hears David play his funky li] song and gets unreasonably angry. 


David was training with Saul again on a hot afternoon. The sun had been burning their heads 
for a bit too long and perhaps that was why things went wrong. 


Or maybe David gives Saul too much credit, maybe the sun wasn’t the antagonist in this 
encounter. 


Saul threw a spear, as far as he could throw it, it hit the rocks in the distance and stayed 
upright like the tail of an aggravated animal. David threw his spear too, not caring to exert 
himself when he was already sweaty and tired. it hit the base of a three and David silently 
wished it’s spirit wouldn’t be mad with him. 


When Saul made no movement to go and get his spear David shrugged and walked into the 
field by himself. As he grabbed his own spear that was a lot closer to them and whispered an 
apology to the tree he turned around just in time to see Saul had found another spear on the 
floor, he seemed calm, nearly nonchalant as he held it back and aimed. David had been hazy 
and satisfied until just now, when a surge of new energy came through him. He dove down, 
still wondering why Saul had decided to continue his practicing when he was still clearly 
within shot range. it hit the three dead in the center and bore deep until the stone at the tip 
was completely invisible. David gave it a swift look until he looked back at Sasul who had 
grabbed a second spear and was wielding it again. 


“What are you doing my lord?” David stepped forward still hardly thinking. There was 
something hard behind Saul’s eyes. something like rage and suddenly David wished for 
Jonahtan to be here. He would calm Saul down. He would explain to David what he had done 
wrong so that he didn’t have to worry about running into situations like this again. 


“Target practice” was Saul’s short answer before he threw the second spear. David dodged 
again. 


“On me?!” 


“Don’t worry, you are sneaky, like a snake. If El’s blessing really is upon you I will miss you 
every time.” 


David had hardly gotten up when he had to dodge again. The spear missed him by only a 
cat’s tail. David stood up again, ready to run for his life but Saul, standing not so far away 
made no movement for a fourth spear. 


“You are a lucky bastard David, you know that?” 

Still looking at the king mistrustfully, David neglected to answer. 

“Oh come on, it was just fun, you are perfectly fine. Elohim clearly likes you.” 
“Are you going to use me as a target again?” 

“No. I've run out of spears here. Go fetch them for me will you?” 


David did. 


He put the small bundle of spears down on the sand and gave Saul a single look before 
walking off. 


“When you see Jonathan tell him i want to talk to him, Saul called after him like a jovial 
business director asking one of his workers to get someone for him after a game of golf. 
David nodded and jogged off, hoping that jogging would not be interpreted as an insult. 
though, why he was still worried about insulting Saul was another puzzle. 


Jonathan wasn’t in his room, nor in the dining room. Merhab however, was. She was sitting 
cross legged on a low, stone chair and eating a piece of carefully cut fruit. 


“Hi David, haven’t seen you in a while.” 
“Yea, you know how it is. busy with training and all. Have you seen Jonathan?” 
“No, he is probably still training somewhere. You seem upset.” 


David paused, only just stopping himself from running off to find Jonathan, who could really 
be anywhere, he would see him tonight anyway. He could wait that long. 


“Tt’s a long story, can’t talk about it.” 


“Alright” Merhab said as she went back to another slice of fruit. She looked up, “Want a 
piece?” 


“Sure.” David took one and ate it, forgetting for a moment all the stress of the past hour. 


“You and Jonahtan are really close huh?” 


David briefly tensed up again before deciding that it didn’t matter. Merhab wasn’t one to 
judge. “Yes. He is a good friend.” 


“Ts friendship really the best way to describe your relationship?” 

“T don’t know honestly, I don't think there is a word for what we have.” 
“Romance? Lovers? Fuck buddies?” 

David frowned, “Is that how it looks on the outside?” 

“If he was a woman you would have married him by now.” 

“Hah, I hadn't thought of that. I don't think of him as a woman, though.” 


Merhab shrugged and went back to her bowl of fruit. “Alright, I guess... He’d give you a 
good position at court you know. When he is king.” 


David picked up another piece of fruit to hide his new shock. She didn’t know... How had he 
forgotten she didn’t know? He mumbled a sort of agreement before the silence lasted too 
long. 


“T should probably warn you that there are new rumors of marriage at court. you are expected 
to marry into this family given... Well, everything.” 


“T can’t marry Jonahtan. Like that.” 


Merhab grinned at him. “You are dense David, I like that. But no, I meant you will be 
expected to marry one of his sisters.” 


“Like what, you?” It came out a lot louder and ridiculous than he had meant. “Sorry. You are 
a beautiful woman and any man would be lucky to have you.” 


Merhab began laughing even more, it started to feel like she was plainly mocking him. “How 
are you so smart with battle strategies yet so bad at things like this?” 


“T can't be good at everything. but back to the subject. Did you mean that you and I will have 
to get married?” 


“You are a man David, nobody is gonna force you into anything you don’t want.” 
“Well that’s not true.” 

“Perhaps. but in this case you will be able to choose.” 

“What will you choose?” 

“T will not be asked.” 


“T am asking you right now.” 


Merhab stilled in her seat and looked at him. “I could do a lot worse.” 


She seemed to decide that here the conversation was over and went back to her nearly 
finished bowl. David opened his mouth to say something again but she interrupted him. 
“Goodbye David, go find Jonathan.” 


“Good evening Merhab” 


Jonathan was resting in the small garden at the back of the palace which is where David 
found him as soon as he went out. Jonathan could tell right away, by the way David sat down 
next to him with a deep sigh that something was wrong. He opened his hand for David to 
hold and rubbed circles on the back of his hand with his thumb. David leaned against his 
chest and closed his eyes. After a while Jonathan decided to ask. 


“Ts everything okay?” 
“Of course, you are here.” 


Jonathan pulled him closer and decided to let things go for now. The sun hung low in the sky, 
ready to die behind the mountains. Night was already unleashing her veil in the east. 


He felt so warm and comfortable he thought he could fall asleep right here, beneath the open 
sky. David leaned in closer, if so possible and let out another deep sigh. the second one that 
evening. 


“Ever think that the world is too big for you?” 
“Hmm?” 


“Sometimes I think that. I feel so small right now. I have been given the duty of ruling the 
holy kingdom for Elohim and I could be killed with nothing but a spear to the back. Life is so 
fragile...” 


“Death isn’t that terrible, the world of shadows has a lot of nice things. You will see your 
ancestors again in Sheol.” 


“T’ll be nothing but memory” 
“Being a memory is not that bad. I don’t think you will be you enough to be bothered by it” 
“Not helping” 


“Sorry... Why this sudden fear of death? What happened?” 


“Nothing, I just realized that it is very well possible that I will die before I fulfill my duties 
on earth.” 


“What happened?” 
“Nothing...” 


“Don’t lie” Jonathan said, his tone wasn’t any louder than it was when he was comforting 
him but a lot more determined. 


“Saul threw a spear at me.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“Exactly what I said. He called it “Target practice 


“Oh boy, what an unfortunate misunderstanding that must have been, I will talk to him if you 
want me to.” 


“Yes please, but. Jonathan, i don’t think it was an accident or “Misunderstanding” 
“T’ll ask him about it, okay?” 


“Don’t you believe me? 


“T believe you. But I have to have my father’s side of the story to understand what 
happened.” 


“You trust him so much,” 
“Ts that bad?” 
“No, I just don’t get it. He has never, for a moment, been nice to me.” 


“Saul is complicated. He is a very strong, determined person. He's just the kind of guy who is 
amazing as long as you are on his good side and then, if he dislikes you, well you’re 
fucked.” 


“Why does he hate me so much?” 
“He knows, on some level, that you are a threat to him.” 
“Can you tell me something nice about him, so that I won’t have to hate him?” 


“When I was a teenager and he wasn't king yet he brought me to the river, all the way to the 
end of the kingdom. A lot of my siblings hadn’t been born yet and the ones who were were 
old enough to be left behind with their mothers. It was relatively easy to go there, we simply 
joined a tribe of nomads who were going there anyway. My mum had just died and we had 
lost seemingly everything. That is the nice thing about loss, you become more free. He would 
be with me all day long to make sure I wouldn't get lost. and in the evenings when we were 


eating around a fire he would carefully roast the meat like it was the most important thing in 
the whole world before giving me the majority of our food. 


“T was never hungry, the whole trip” 
“You love him huh?” 


“He is my father, how can I not?” 


Summer began to fade away. David still had no idea what Jonathan had discussed with Saul 
but it had helped a great deal. there hadn't been any incidents ever since. His days were so 
full with things to do, errands to run and people to talk to that he had little time for himself 
left. That wasn't the worst though. It felt good to always be running, that way he had no time 
to stand still with all the things around him that were wrong. He hadn't thought about his 
discussion with Merhab in moons and his mother Nizevet took an even further backseat in his 
mind. 


Jonathan was there still. Literally, wherever David went Jonahtan always seemed to follow. 
His nights were never alone anymore and although they hadn't spent any real quality time 
together for a while David felt eternally grateful to know that he would be there for him, 
Jonathan would simply wait for him. 


On a day that brought rain, much sooner in the season than had been expected Jonathan 
dragged him into the field by his wrist saying that duties at court could wait and that there 
wouldn't be a day like this for another year. Besides, the first day of rain meant that everyone 
would be busy celebrating, then sneaking out wouldn't be noticed. 


"There wouldn't be a day like any day for ever" David corrected. 
"Such a confusing sentence" 

"Need me to explain it?" 

"Nah, I've got other plans." 


Jonathan stopped walking near the slope of the first mountain, the path was slippery thanks to 
the rain that had fallen and they had to hold on to grevices in the rocks to get up. It was only 
after they had made it up to a small ledge could David see the entrance to a cave, looming 
over them like a womb. 


"Oh." David could see inside the cave, there were torches and blankets and he thought he 
even saw a small plate of food. 


"I've known about this place since a year after we moved here. I think it used to house a lion 
because of the bones. but it's all cleaned up now. No lions or anything" He quickly added. 


"it's wonderful" 


David made no movement to enter the cave, waiting for Jonathan to go first. The rain kept 
pouring down on them in thick drops of refreshing water. It wasn't cold at all, more like a 
welcome fresh shower after a day of heat. He followed Jonathan with his eyes as he crawled 
through the narrow entrance fist. inside he became nearly invisible thanks to his dark skin. 


"Are you coming?" 
“res: 


Once inside the cave everything opened up to him, the walls were dry except for a small 
trickle flowing past the side. David thought back to when he was a small boy and had begged 
his mum to go cave hunting. She hadn't even said no, just laughed at him and told him that 
that was by far the most dangerous thing he had suggested in his young years and that meant 
something. The cave didn't go very deep, ending near a wall where a small torch was lit. The 
roof was high enough for David to stand upright, as long as he craned his neck. This meant 
that Jonathan would have to either crawl around or walk hunched all the way over. 


"Do you like it?" 


"Of course, it's wonderful" David looked back at Jonathan who was sitting on a soft 
sheepskin. He crawled closer and held Jonathan tenderly by the place where his jaw met his 
neck and pressed his lips against Jonathan's slightly open mouth. "You are wonderful" He 
added before pressing his lips against Jonathan's again. David felt a flare of heat rise up in his 
chest that, for once, had nothing to do with the sun. His thoughts slowed down and he could 
feel something less logical take over. Before he knew it he was sitting in Jonathan's lap 
passionately kissing his lips, his cheek and then, moving on to his sharp jawline and neck, 
Jonathan tilted his head to give him space. Holding him firmly around his waist. 


Just when David had found a new place to kiss Jonathan, and discovered something amazing 
with his hips Jonathan promptly jolted and pushed him away. 


David sat in front of Jonathan, looking slightly startled to have to sit on the ground again. He 
quickly shook off his own shock however when he saw Jonathan's wide eyes. 


"Are you okay? What's wrong Jonathan?" 

"I don't know, something bit me." 

David tilted his head to look at the spot on his neck he had just been kissing, only just 
realizing that kissing was perhaps the wrong word as there were definitely small teeth 
imprints. 

"No I didn't mean you, though, you also definitely bit me." 


"Where?" 


"Near the rocks." 


This shook David up and he immediately began to inspect the wall behind Jonathan. "Mum 
was right, caves are bad news. What kind of bite was it? We have to go back right now." 


"No." 

"Can 1 see it?" 

"It's probably nothing." 

"Jonathan, what if it is venomous?" 
"I'm sure it's not." 


"How can you be so sure?" David was already dragging Jonathan by his arm to the exit of the 
cave. 


Cause i lied" 
"What?" 
"I'm sorry, I didn't know what to tell you so I lied." 


David let go, sitting near the entrance as if he was still half thinking about going back into the 
pouring rain. 


"If you didn't get bitten, what happened?" 
"I don't know." 

"Jonathan." 

"David..." 


"If you don't want to tell me that is fine. But you should know that you can trust me. 
whatever it is" 


"I got scared." 
"Of what? We've been kissing before." 
"This time felt different." 


David took a second. Jonathan was right about that. It had felt different, but to him that had 
been anything but scary. "Can you clarify some more?" 


"It felt like we were going to have sex" 


"And that is scary because?" 


"Because. I don't know." 


David wanted to press on, but when he saw Jonahtan's face he thought better of it. now 
uncertain of what to say David came closer again. 


"Okay. " 
"Okay?" 


"Yeah. Okay... I'm not gonna pretend I'm not confused, and I do have more questions. But it 
is okay. I'd be more than happy to only ever kiss you." 


"Are you sure? I can tell you want to have more." 


David was close again now. Carefully close, yet still not touching Jonathan. "Look, I'm just 
happy to be here. You are amazing and I do want to do other things with you, but that doesn't 
mean I'd be miserable if we dont..." 


They went back to kissing after that. David is a lot more careful this time not to cross any 
boundaries. When it is so late it is darker outside of the cave than inside David is laying in 
Jonathan's arms. lazily enjoying sweets from a woven basket that Jonathan must have brought 
in sooner. 


"Jonathan, are you awake?" 

"Hmm " 

"I love you. And I don't ever want to do anything to make you sad." 
"I love you too." 


"Please promise to tell me if I cross any boundaries. I can get swept up in my emotions 
sometimes." 


"I know, and I promise." 
"Do you want to try to explain it to me?" 


"Do you remember when your parents sat you down for a little talk? I had to have it with a 
sibling's mum. Mine wasn't around at that time. She told me all the mechanics, y'know, the 
body parts and where you can put said body parts to make babies. Where to put them to make 
pleasure... I got so grossed out I told her that I would never do that. She laughed at me. Said 
that one day I will want to do those things because once you reach a certain age people 
become pulled to one another. That shit scared me even more. 


I pictured it as daemons holding invisible strings and moving humans around against our own 
will like puppets forcing us to have sex and make babies." 


David who had been listening intently couldn't help but laugh a little at this. "Oh, that's 
horrifying. No wonder you got scared." 


"It's more though, I never got pulled anywhere. I don't feel that desire, for anyone" 


"Interesting, So you are immune to daemons? Though I would say that to me it doesn't feel 
like there is a creature outside of myself controlling me. I am drawn to you because of 
something within me." 


"interesting" 


"Yea, I kind of thought that feeling was universal though. To meet a beautiful person and feel 
pulled toward them." 


"I think it is, | am just weird." 
"Nah, I doubt that." 

"Maybe it's like food." 

"You need food to survive." 


"Yea, but" Jonathan stopped talking as he got half-up. making David shift as well to reach the 
woven basket of sweets. "Michal hates this type of candy, says it makes her nauseous." 


"What? Why, it is so good. I could eat nothing but that for the rest of my life and die a happy 
and fulfilled man." 


Jonathan laughed, "right, difference in taste. But it's not like she is fundamentally lacking 
because of this." 


"I'm not so sure about that..." 
"David!" Jonathan poked his side, making David squirm against him. 


"Fine, fine. She is a valid human being even though she has no taste..." David trailed off 
secretly trying to get the sweet from Jonathan's hand. "In this metaphor you are using, This 
sweet symbolizes sex right?" He said while putting it in his mouth. 


"Hmm." 


"Who ever said that not wanting sex makes you "fundamentally lacking" that notion is 
insane, 1 was just joking." 


"I know you wouldn't think that. But I've still got thoughts of my own. Plus it's not like I can 
go my entire life never eating this sweet. The family line has to go on..." 


"Yeah, I don't know what to say to that... How repulsed are we talking here by the way? 
Like, "throw up just thinking about it" or "will only eat, i/someone else is asking very 
nicely?"" 


"Somewhere on the non throw-uppy side of things." 


"That's good. I heard vomit is a huge turn off." 
"Sex is a huge turn off" 
"But then what is a turn on?" 


Jonathan had to put his head in one hand, rubbing his temple in exaggerated misery, "This 
conversation is so weird." 


"No seriously, I want to know. Is it like... Having a meaningful conversation and not 
touching?" 


"I mean, I greatly enjoy that. but I wouldn't call it a turn on." 

"Would you rather us not touch each other?" 

"Nah, you have to stay." 

"I have to?" 

"Jep, I'm sure it's in our covenant somewhere. You are stuck with me now." 


David chuckled, resting back against Jonathan's chest. "It is getting dark. Maybe we should 
head home" 


"Nope, 1 told Merhab where we are and do not necessarily intend to come home tonight. she's 
got us covered" 


"Ah yes, a true ally." 


Back in the palace the next morning David strolled through the garden lazily. Still riding the 
high of having Jonathan with him alone for a whole night. He happily plucked a sweet apple 
and began eating it, as his mind already began to wander back to everyday duties when a 
servant, the same young man who had talked to him all the way back when he first thought of 
fighting Goliath. The young man stood not far away and seemed to hesitate. 


“Good morning, ?” 
The servant startled and quickly walked to him. “I’m sorry I didn't mean to...” 
“What?” 


“Nothing. I have a message for you from Saul.” 


“Has he decided he won’t talk to me anymore? Very well, our conversations will probably 
run more smoothly this way. Don’t tell him I said that.” He quickly added, realizing that he 
was talking to a messenger . 


“T will only tell him what you tell me to tell him. That's how messages work.” 
“Okay great, so Saul wanted to say something?” 


The boy straightened his back and neutralized his face, as if he was going for a Saul 
impression. Maybe that is just how messengers are supposed to act, David wondered. 


“Saul thinks you have done incredibly well in your new duties as a general and he wants to 
bestow you with the highest honor. To marry into his family.” 


David tried to keep himself from making too much of a face. Merhab did warn him... “Tell 
him that is too high of an honor. I am only a simple man from a small family.” 


The servant waited a few seconds to check if that was all; before nodding and changing his 
stance. “Cool... Can I ask, that’s not really a good reason to decline marriage. Why do you 
do it?” 


“Like I said, I am only his servant. The honor is too high.” 


“Alright. Pl go tell him, 1’ll probably be back with a response in no time. Where can I find 
you?” 


David shrugged. I'll try to stay within a small range of the palace but I don't know where I 
will go precisely. Check with the horses first.” 


Saul grumbled as he got the message. The boy looked at him nervously, like he knew exactly 
that he would be running back and forth for the rest of his day. A wonderful waste of time. 


“Will you remind David of the high honor it is for me to bestow this upon him? My daughter 
Merhab is as fine a woman as he will ever meet. If he rejects me as his father in law again I 
will take it for the insult it is.” 


“Sorry man, Saul has decided to take it personally. Says he will be deeply insulted if you 
don’t do it” 


“What bridal treasure does he expect me to pay? I don’t have that kind of money” 


“David wants to know how much it will cost him.” 


“Tell him I do not expect such small things as money or gold from him or his family. I merely 
ask for the symbolic treasure of a hundred Philistines foreskins.” 


“Do the Philistines still have to be attached to it?” 
“T think you know the answer” 


The messenger nodded and turned around, only allowing himself to breathe out and start 
giggling once he made it out of the room. He knew perfectly well that this was anything but a 
joke to Saul, and definitely not to Jonathan but it still made him stunned. Saul could have 
asked for any part of his enemy's body, but no he had to have the foreskin. Shaking his head 
he walked back to where David will hopefully still be. It made sense too, he supposed. These 
barbaric people not being circumcised was the proof that they were less developed and did 
not follow the ways of Elohim. To give Saul a hundred foreskins would mean that they were 
spreading the right way of life along the known world, exactly what their holy war was 
about. 


He found David talking to a few servants trying to explain something that based on his wild 
gestures could either be a dramatic story or a battle strategy. That man ate, slept and drank 
battle strategies. He thought, feeling slightly bad for him. Then the image of Jonahtan popped 
up in his mind. Right, Jonathan was also there. 


“So, what will Merhab’s hand in marriage cost me?” 
“A hundred foreskins sir.” 

David snorted in his drink. “A what now?” 
“Philistine foreskins to be precise.” 

“Do the owners have to be alive for that?” 

“He didn’t specify.” 


“Probably easier to kill ‘em and then do the incision.” David already had that far off look in 
his face like he was coming up with ideas on how to most effectively do this. 


“He can’t be serious, that’s insane.” The man David had been talking to finally spoke up. 
David shrugged. “Eh, it’s a bit unorthodox but who am I to question our lord.” 
The servant and soldier shared a look saying they both understood something. 


“Excuse me gentlemen, I will retreat myself to plan my bridal treasure. You can find me in 
the dining room.” 


Watching the scrawny man walk off The servant became very aware of his small size. 
“He’s gonna die isn't he?” 
“Oh yeah for sure. Bummer, | liked him...” 


“Think there’s any chance he can pull off another Goliath? They do say he killed hundreds of 
thousands.” 


“That’s an exaggeration of sorts. He had practically his own army and the advantage of the 
Philistines running away from him.” 


“Saul never specified he had to do it by himself.” 
“Sounds like you need to go back and get some details clarified.” 
“Yeah alright. Have a nice day.” 


“You too.” 


Fiancé 


So David went off to fight another war. The Philistines were really not having a good time 
lately. 


Saul had specified that he did have to at least collect the bridal treasure by himself. He was 
glad to have Jonathan with him on the mission. As strange as it might be. 


There was a lot of blood involved, blood, flesh bones and body parts that had to be cut off. 
David did the collecting by himself as it was a matter of honor. He had a leather bag over his 
shoulder, craftily made such that it would not get in his way when he moved around slicing 
people open with his sword. It was a piece of craftsmanship, truly. 


Near him, covering his back was Jonathan fighting with a lot less vigor. He stayed on the 
defense constantly, keeping them both safe from any attackers. If he was anyone else David 
would have told him off by now, defense is the least practical strategy to use. But even at this 
disadvantage Jonathan put himself in he easily stayed in control of the situation and defeated 
any enemy that got too annoying. 


They had been doing this for days, hours on end every time they began to attack. It became 
methodical, cut, stab, lift the fallen enemies leg to cut off a part of his penis and put said part 
in a bag. 


Abner, who had come with him to check if he followed the rules, had been carefully 
examining the fallen bodies before ordering them to be dragged off the field to make room 
and drawing a tally mark in a rock. It had been about a handwith of sun since Abner had 
shouted to him that he had reached his count. But David was on a roll, he knew that things 
could get lost and that Saul would insist on a second count once they made it back. It was 
always better to play on the safe side, besides they were fighting with such an advantage by 
now, the Philistines, completely demoralized with horror and fear of what would happen to 
their junk once they fell to the earth kept trying to escape and his troops kept circling them in. 
Using the bowl shape of the mountains around them to keep them trapped like ants. 


There were two platoons of troops around him shaped like a stick going in two directions to 
send 


The Philistines who had given up on climbing the mountain and were trying to fight their 
way through their lines were being brutally guided in the direction of David, By the time they 
reached him they were exhausted and usually mortally wounded already. It was a strange 
thing to look at from a distance. David and his warriors were outnumbered still, even after the 
slaughter that had happened. And yet they were kicking the philistines asses. Morale played a 
big role in this. But even more important was that the barbarians did not have any real 
leadership. Sure they had a chief but he was not that powerful and to David, simply another 
body on the pile. they attacked without plan or organization, mindlessly shouting and running 
in a matter of each for themselves. 


It hadn’t been that long ago when they fought like that too. In fact, Saul was literally the first 
king of Israel. And he had only been crowned a bit over two years ago. Saul was the only 
reason the army was this strong and easy to command. 


David took a long swig of his drink, shaking the fog from his head like a cat shaking 
dewdrops from its head. Jonathan stood closely in front of him holding his hand out to take a 
sip as well. They were finally done. There was blood on the ground all around them, sticking 
to David's sandals and he himself had a nasty gash in his arm from one of the last philistines 
who had managed to hit him properly. Everyone was wounded really, men had to lean on 
each other like drunkards, clumsily making their way back to their camp to properly rest and 
tend to their wounds. David overlooked this all with concern in his eyes. 


“Do you think I went too far?” He asked Jonathan who was just on his second swig. Jonathan 
lowered the sack of water to look at him. 


“Do you think you went too far?” He let his arms rest at his side, using his free hand to cover 
a chest wound that was hopefully superficial. 


“T didn’t at the time, but now... What if I end up losing more men to exhaustion and infected 
wounds than in the battle itself?” 


“Wouldn’t be the first time. And if that happens, it’s a good lesson.” 
“That’s not helpful.” 


“You know how they say a king can't afford to doubt themself? I think that’s wrong. In the 
middle of the action you have to be determined and strong but right now, when there is no 

immediate threat? I think this is the best moment of all to question things and try to correct 
any errors you find.” 


“So do you think I went too far?” 


“T think it would have been better for the troops if you backed out sooner, but that doesn’t 
mean it was a mistake. We crushed the enemy and will most likely not hear from them in a 
long time. it’s a cost- benefit analysis and you are ultimately the only person who can decide 
if the cost was worth the price.” 


David ponders these words as they walk back to the camp, he holds out his hand to grab 
Jonahtans. The familiar tingle of happiness spreads through his plan as Jonathan gives him a 
squeeze. He repeats the conversation in his head wondering why it doesn’t land right with 
him. It is only when they are back home that David realizes. 


Jonathan had talked like an inferior. Placing David in a position of having the final say and 
rule over things. 


Which makes sense in one way. He is going to become the king of Israel, he is the one with 
Elohims approval. David briefly wonders if that is what it feels like to Jonahtan, like Elhoim 
had chosen David over him. They hardly talk to anyone as they walk into David's central tent. 
He places the bag of foreskins directly by the foot of the bed sending Jonathan an apologetic 
glance but Jonathan doesn't even blink and drops down on the bed, scooting over to make 
room for David who kneels in front of it to take off his clothes. 


“Jonathan, you can’t sleep yet, you are in your armor. And you have a chest wound.” 
“Pll deal with all of that in a minute” 


David makes a noise that is neither approval nor disagreement and kisses him on the cheek. 
“Tt’s alright, I'll take care of you.” 


“You don’t have to.” 
“But i will” 


Sitting on the sandy floor next to the bed David undoes all of the knots and hooks of his 
armor. He puts his copper helmet on a small elevated place near the fruit basket and takes all 
the leather shoulder and shin pads to place them next to it. It isn't long until he is sitting stark 
naked on the bed helping Jonathan out of his own armor. He briefly wonders about how it is 
possible for him to fall asleep this fast when all the action is still coursing through David’s 
own veins making him almost itchy for the next fight. 


He takes a bow] and fills it with water from their flask and then uses it to wash the worst of 
the dirt away from his own and Jonathan's wounds. He has more than he had let on in the first 
place. There is a, not too deep cut on Jonathan's thigh that looks like it will need a doctor but 
not right away. The slash Jonahtans chest is a lot less big now that he can look at it up close. 
The copper chestplate had caught the main blow but there was still bruising and a small yet 
bleeding like crazy wound where the chestplate had stopped and the sword had cut through 
the leather. Aside from this there are an indeterminate amount of smaller cuts and bruises 
covering mostly Jonahans arms and hands. David kissed the bruise gently. He uses the cloth 
of his own tunic which is cut open to the point of being unwearable at this point and uses it to 
bind the worst of Jonathan's and his own wounds before lying down next to him and covering 
them both with a thinly woven blanket. 


“Did you heal me?” 
“No, you still need to see the medic.” 
“Bummer, he’s probably busy though... 


“Tt can wait a while.” 


Jonathan shifted beneath the blanket, carefully leaning on the side of his chest that wasn’t 
bruised to a pulp; he layed one hand on David's arm just above the wound. “Is it okay?” 


“Tt will be.” 


“Okay,” Jonathan sighed and buried himself deeper into the bed like it was a cave he was 
sleeping in. His eyes were already drifting close again when David interrupted his precious 
sleep. 


“T forgot to disagree with you.” 
“Do you have to do that right now?” 


“IT know I keep making promises about when I am king but I only do that because I need you 
to understand something; 


“T love you, with everything I have. My soul is bound to yours, weaving closer and closer 
with every breath I take, every moment we spend together. Elohim knows this, they will 
understand my love for you no doubt for how can this wonderful feeling not be what they 
wish for us? 


“T love you; and will make you my other part. You are my equal, in all places and positions. 
wherever i go i take you with me. Do you understand?” 


Jonathan opens his eyes to look at David with a new intensity. “I love you too. And I 
understand... I do not think you went too far today. You had to ensure the bridal treasure.” 


“Really?” 


“Yes, Now let me sleep.” 


Upon coming home David hardly waits for a welcome into the throne room, he simply 
marches in and dumps the bag of foreskins in front of Saul's throne. Saul takes a few seconds, 
staring down the boy with blood on his hands, his face is partly hidden beneath his half long 
red hair. His body radiates with being alive. 


“Fine. Abner I trust that all went well?” 


Abner, who is standing in front of him, partly behind David nods in confirmation. “find 
someone you trust to count the bridal treasure with you. Should one day be enough?” 


Aner nods and walks forward to grab the bag, motioning to one of the other officials to 
follow him as he hauls it off to a separate chamber. 


“So? Do you have anything to report?” 


David shakes his head, still hunched forward. “Everything went without a hitch, though your 
troops might need a while to recover.” 


“How many deaths?” 


“Not that many, I think of the seventy soldiers I lost, approximately fifteen though almost 
everyone had been injured so who knows how high it might get.” 


“And the enemy?” 
“Decimated sir.” 


“That's at least something... I have bad news for you, I gave Merhab to another man about 
two days ago. She is no longer yours to marry...” 


Saul says all of this anticipating rage. It wasn’t his intention to pull such a dick move on 
David. But the opportunity presented itself when a suitor asked for Merhab’s hand. It’s not 
like he expected David to survive . 


It was honestly incredibly creepy to think about the odds. He had seventy fighters, none of 
whom were particularly talented except Jonathan who had offered to join the fight as soon as 
he heard about the challenge to Sauls dismay. They had killed at least a hundred people, only 
losing fifteen . 


No, this did nothing to ease his nerves around the demonic boy. 

David, who had been near frozen in place looking at the floor in front of Saul's feet, stirred. 
“T assume we will come to a settlement of some sort?” 

“T am sure we will. Is that all?” 

“ves.” 


“You may leave now.” 


Without another word David turns and walks off. Seaving Saul to overthink his next move. 


Husband 


David didn’t stay angry for long. He had Jonathan after all, it is very hard to remember you 
are angry when you get to lay between your lovers thighs. 


Jonathan is dozing off, softly playing with David's hair, letting the curls slip between his 
fingers back to their original form. They are finally clean again after making it back home 
hours ago. Jonathan can still feel the dried up blood beneath his fingernails even though it is 
all washed away. Phantom blood. He thinks, and begins to fidget his hands again, trying to 
scrape the last bits from underneath it. One day he will be old enough to not have to keep his 
nails so short. One day he won’t feel this torn up anymore. He closes his eyes and drifts off to 
another world where death and blood are merely meaningless concepts. 


He will have David there, he will get to sit next to him at dinner and joke with him like they 
do right now but the paralyzing feeling of impending doom will have washed away by then. 


David stirs in his arms and lifts his head to look at Jonathan who has to crane his head to look 
back. 


“We never discussed what it would mean...” 
Jonathan smiles at the half cryptic statement, waiting for David to elaborate. 


“My marriage, I mean. What if I still end up marrying one of your sisters. Would that be 
weird?” 


“T don’t think we can afford to measure our day to day life by how weird it is. For me it 
doesn’t make that much of a difference. You’ll be even more family than before.” 


“Okay. It does feel weird that Merhab is suddenly married now. She was definitely the most 
suitable of your sisters. No offense.” 


Jonathan grins, “Nah, you have a point, Michal is ruthless and the rest is a bit too young for 
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you. 


“Maybe there will be a different settlement, he could just choose to compensate me with gold 
or something...” 


“Gold in return for a bag of foreskins?” 
“Do you know anything better?” 


“T wonder how the counting is going...” 


“We will rule the world someday, you and me.” 


David curls into Jonathan’s body, breathing in his scent. He says it with the self assuredness 
of a child who does not yet know how difficult life can get. 


Jonathan hears all of this, the childish certainness and hums softly. Neither agreeing or 
disagreeing. They fall asleep again. 


Grass is not endless, neither is sand, but sometimes when you are in the middle of the open 
ground it does feel like it is. How is there so much of it? 


It is Endless. Not as in; without end. But endless as in; uncountable. Impossible to know, 
impossible to even begin to comprehend. 


A man once came to their farm, when David was really young. He called himself a magician 
and claimed he could predict the way the stars would turn, he could tell when the moon 
would be big and when it would be small. One night on a near full moon he had joyfully 
beckoned young David to follow him outside and asked him if he knew how many stars there 
are. 


David had, confidently began to count but aside from his young inability to properly count. 
He had found that his eyes liked to betray him. The sky was utterly filled with dots of shining 
lights, lights that disappeared beneath the curve of the earth, lights that were so small he 
could only see them if he really focused. 


“That is what eternity looks like kiddo.” The man had said. “Only the elohims know how 
many there really are.” 


“There is only one Elohim.” 


“Wrong, There is only one Elohim you are supposed to worship. They are your Lord but that 
doesn’t mean that the other gods suddenly don’t exist.” 


It had been cold outside and after David had been standing still a couple minutes, trying to 
count the stars, Nizevet came outside to her shivering son. She put her hands sternly in her 
sides and looked at the guest and her son like they had both gravely disappointed her. 


“I’m sorry ma'am, I was only borrowing your son for a moment.” 


“T understand, the stars are worth your admiration but I would appreciate it if you could run 
your adventures by me first next time. David...” 


“How many stars are there mom?” 


“Oh I don't know. Ask Elohim” 


They went inside, David happily chattering to his mum about how hard he had tried to count 
the stars to her amusement. “Do you think one day, someone will count them all?” 


“The day humans can count all the stars is the day we become elohims.” Nizevet laughs at 
her own words. Humans are never going to be that powerful. 


The air is endlessly blue except for the few birds circling the sky when the sun has passed her 
highest point. 


David was on one of the wide pastures, while jealousy looking at a shepherd who was 
guiding a flock of sheep across the hills. Jonathan was amusedly looking at him in turn. 


“Do you think I will ever get to see my sheep again?” 


“T doubt dad would keep you in his castle forever. He's been getting more and more agitated 
with you. If you’re lucky one day he will send you on a special holiday trip back to your 
family.” 


“Let’s hope so. Maybe if I actually start trying to be annoying he will really go over the top.” 
“You're telling me you haven’t?” 

“Oh, please, I've been on my best behavior.” 

“Well, that’s concerning. You know you don’t have to do that for my sake right?” 


“No, I know. But you know, it’s still Saul... No matter what he does he will always be the 
first king of Israel.” 


Michal found her father sitting on his throne eating grapes and plums like it was breakfast. 
She had been searching for an opportunity like this for some time. Things could go exactly 
her way if she played it right. 


“Good morning Saul.” 
“Wonderful morning to you too, sharpest of my daughters. What brings you here?” 


“T was wondering if you have found another bride for David yet. Now that Merhab is 
married.” 


“T have not” 


“Well, unless you deem it inappropriate I must admit that I have caught feelings for David. I 
would happily take her place.” 


Saul’s eyes lightened up with a joy entirely of his own. “How delightful, that settled the 
whole case then... I'll send a servant to give him the joyous news.” 


“Michal huh?” 

“Yup...” 

“So this was just decided?” 

“Yup.” 

“Jonathan, have anything I need to know about Michal? Any final warnings?” 

“Nah, she’s pretty upfront, As long as you take her at face value you should be fine.” 
“Well, guess I'm marrying your other sister then.” 

“So that is compliance?” 


“Yes, tell Saul I agree to the new marriage proposal.” 


David wed and consummated his marriage to Michal within days of the announcement. At 
first she was a lot more happy about it than him but after a few days David began to warm up 
to the fierce woman. 


Michal had given him his time to sulk, and when she decided they should get to know each 
other better she began to guide him through the life she had designed for them. 


Laying on their backs on the carpet floor of the house she motioned her hands at the ceiling 
to draw out an imaginary map of her new house. 


“I’d say we get a new house made near the palace. I like my dad but I want my personal 
space, you know. Jonathan can visit all he wants just don’t tell me what you guys are up to... 


At least two rooms, a window near the bed. and a bedding of flowers around the house so that 
we can tell who has been spying by the broken flower stems. Do you have any wishes?” 


“Not really no.” 
“Of course not, you’re a guy.” 


“T’d like to get some sheep. we should buy like a small flock and i promise to take care of 
them.” 


For the first time since their marriage michal paused, stumped at this comment. “You are a 
general... Generals don’t have time to herd sheep.” 


David sighed next to her. “I know, but like. If we have enough kids we can let one of them do 
it right, and then when I'm around I'll herd them.” 


“But what would we need sheep for? We have more than enough money” 
“T don’t know, for fun?” 


“You say interesting things David... Now that we’re on the topic of children. How many are 
we aiming for?” 


“T’d like at least a few sons in case the first one makes a bad heir.” 


“Alright then.” Michal took a deep breath in and out, letting her head fall back on the thin 
pillow of her bed. “Now when you say heir...” 


“Hmm?” 
“You are planning to overthrow my fathers kingdom and take the throne for yourself right?” 


This made David choke on his spit, Coughing and wheezing he shot up and held on to the 
wooden side of the bed to steady himself until he caught his breath again. 


“You good? Need to get a doctor?” 


“No i’m fine” He said in a hazy voice. His shoulders tensed again as he looked over one to 
carefully watch Michal who was still lazily lying in the bed with her hands at her side, half 
lifting herself up to see him. A tiny smile played around her lips. 


The silence between them stretched for ages until michal plopped down on the bed again. “I 
don’t see why you have such a hard time admitting it. It makes perfect sense.” 


“How do you know? What do you mean?” 


“The people love you, far more than they love Saul. And a king is only king by grace and 
approval of his people.” 


“But why would that mean i intend to undermine Saul” 


“It doesn’t necessarily, but it most likely is the case. Even if you didn’t walk in here with 
those intentions you totally could.” 


“And you would be alright with that?” 

“Yeah sure. My duties lie with my husband after all” 

“But you chose this. You wanted to be my wife?” 

“Well yes. Out of all my options you are my best one. I’d be a good queen” 
“Define good.” 

“Intelligent, observing, advising” 


Saul had to force all of his face muscles to avoid making a scoffing noise. Merhab was a lot 
of things but he would rather have described her as ‘crazy, scheming, annoying’ a perfect 
match for David. 


Time has passed like it always does. David has only just returned from yet another war, 
another battle with the enemies of his people and he is resting in between Jonathan’s legs. 
Jonathan in turn is lazily massaging David’s aching shoulders and humming a small tune. 


“T’ve never heard you sing.” David says, but he is too sleepy to lift his face so it comes out 
muffled against Jonathan’s skin. 


“T don’t sing very well.” 

“So?” 

“T prefer doing things I know i’m good at” 
“That's not how life works.” 


Jonathan lets out a small huff. “Pll sing sometimes when there is no audience. Some things 
don’t need to be witnessed by anyone in order to be real. I wouldn’t enjoy it otherwise” 


“Hmm, okay. Elohim will be your witness.” 


“And what would they need to witness me for?” 
“Dunno.” 


They are silent, thinking through their own puzzles when Jonathan takes a deep breath again. 
“T am scared I don't understand Elohim.” 


“They are infinite and incomprehensible. So that checks out.” 


“Love... You say that like that would make it easier to understand. But I have read the Torah 
back to back and I'm still confused. Yet you are here speaking of Elhoim like you have a 
bond with them. You do right? You know something I don’t” 


David sighed, pressing the palm of his hand against a spot on Jonathan's dark skinned chest. 


“T would happily tell you if I knew. But whatever it is that I understand, it is such an intrinsic 
and vital part of me I don't remember learning it. I do remember a thought i had, years ago 
when I had survived my first lion. I came home covered in blood and instead of asking me 
about my heroic tales Nizevet brought me to the back of the house where she helped me get 
clean and check for wounds. I had a cut in my leg so deep that I wasn't able, or allowed to 
herd the sheep for several weeks. 


Mum decided that that was a perfect opportunity to teach me how to garden like it was a skill 
I would ever use. She directed me to the river and told me to get some worms and put them in 
the soil of her crops. 


You ever seen a worm?” 
Jonathan hummed a low two-part tone as a no. 


“They are blind, armless legless , mouthless and completely helpless. If I wanted to, I could 
have killed them with more ease than one could break a twig. But i didn’t. I carried them with 
all of my care in a small bowl and gently placed them in the soil of mum’s garden like she 
had told me to. 


I think I was Elhoim in that moment.” 
“Wait what?” 


“T think that whatever we look like to Elohim, it has to be very similar to how worms look to 
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us. 
“That feels like blasphemy” 


“Am I not almighty in the mind of a worm? Am I not an incomprehensible powerful force 
that is impossible to describe or actually see?” 


“Well they are blind,” 


David continued without answering Jonathan’s protest. 


“But Elohim is kind. Where I uprooted the worms from their homes and put them in infertile 
soil for my own gain, Elohim has taken us and given us this beautiful land. They might be 
powerful like a human is to a worm. But they are kind and understanding like a father is to a 
child.” 


Jonathan didn’t respond, breathing in and out with his eyes closed like he was doing a 
complicated strategy. 


“Does that make sense?” 

“It does, but I can't get over how you just compared yourself to Elohim.” 
David laughed, how else am I supposed to comprehend the incomprehensible?” 
“You are not supposed to understand, that was the whole point right?” 

“T love you” 

“That has nothing to do with this” 

“T don’t care” 

“T love you too” 


They kept teasing each other like that for the rest of the evening. until eventually David was 
too tired to provoke again and they ell asleep in each others arms. 


At first the song was nice, background noise to his daily business. Saul enjoyed it even. 


And then, things had gotten familiar. The musician began to complicate his tunes. Following 
them up rapidly, making Saul wonder about magic. It was beautiful. Just like the music he 
had heard more than a year ago by now, the first time EI had left his side. 


But instead of calming him, lifting him up like this music had done the first time it enraged 
him. He began to twiddle his hands restlessly. Who was it that played so well and why were 
they playing so casually, hidden from his sight? 


He got up. 


Walked to the end of the room and into the next where there was a small podium for 
performers to sings and dance. It was David, David, his very own general who was sitting 


there, cross legged, hunched over his harp and playing like it was everything he knew how to 
do. 


“You play the harp... I didn’t know you play harp.” 


David's head snaps up. he looks at Saul, his king from beneath a layer of red hair and half 
closed eyes. 


“T do.” 


“It was you, then. The beautiful boy who came to me when I was sad. You were the one who 
helped me know happiness again.” 


“Thank you, sir.” 
“And then you took it from me.” 
“Sorry?” 


“You will be” Saul erupted with fury and stormed over to the side of his room where a stash 
of spears were kept. “You lied to me, You are nothing but a filthy traitor” 


“T only ever wanted to help you” 
“You can’t wait for me to be weak, to slip up” 
“T mean well.” 


Saul threw his spear, only narrowly missing the boy’s head as he ducks and rolls away from 
the podium. “Run away rat, it will only delay the moment I get to kill you.” 


Refugee 


So David ran as fast as he could, luckily Saul had been drinking and did not feel fit enough to 
chase him all the way so when he arrived at his new house. The one he owned with Michal he 
let himself rest again, dropping down on the mattress and telling Michal how her father had 
only heard him play a funky song and gotten bloodlust over his eyes. 


“Bummer, i left my harp in there, i’ll just get it tomorrow then.” 


“What do you mean you'll get it tomorrow? Did you not hear what Saul said to you? He 
clearly wants to kill you!” 


“Psh, he’s been wanting to drink my blood ever since I moved into the palace, and he is 
drunk. I doubt he’Il follow through with it.” 


Michal aggressively folded her clothes to put in a basket. “How have you survived for so 
long with so little survival skills?” 


“Tam a guest at his court, he’d never actually kill me.” 
“Suuure. And i would never be such a bad wife to disagree with you.” 
“Right” 


“Cabbage head,” Michal sighed and walked out of the house “I’m doing my own 
investigation” 


“Sure, if it means I get to rest.” 


“He wants you dead.” 
“Yea no shit” 


“No, for real this time. I heard the guards talking about the planned raid at our house tonight . 
You have to run David.” 


At this David sat up. “How sure are you?” 
“For fuck’s sake David. It’s so obvious. A hundred percent.” 


He was silent for a long time, staring at her and then in the general direction of the door. “I 
thought I had more time...” 


“T know, we all did” her voice was soft this time, “But you have to go if you want to live” 
“Why would I trust you?” 

“Because. Because I am your wife, you dick.” 

“Wow i can just feel the love” 


“Who said anything about love? I have chosen you to share my life with, and unless you plan 
on ruining my whole plan. You will not die before it is your time” 


“You really don’t care about me at all?” 
“Not the main point, i am trying to save you from my father” 


David looks at her deep dark eyes. She has hard eyebrows and an angular face. He wonders if 
he could have described her as beautiful if she didn’t look at him with such anger. Her dark 
skin reflected the light from their candles. When her eyes keep boring into him he looks 
away. 


Like it’s a cue, Michal walks closer until her knees brush against David. She leans in, her 
hooked nose pressing against his cheek. “I do care.” She sighs, “I could grow to care about 
you. But you have to survive for me to do that.” 


David moves his head closer so that their noses touch. He breathes in, Michal smells like 
fruits and the oils she uses for her hair and skin. “If I go, will you wait for me?” 


“T will wait for you, as long as it takes. I will be your queen. And... if you won’t have faith in 
my care for you, have faith in my love for Jonathan.” 


After she had said this, Dadvid kisses her on the lips. ““You puzzle me Michal. But I do trust 
your council. I’m sorry for questioning you.” 


“Good, now leave through the bedroom window, it must be low enough to soften your fall” 
“Your flower beds will have some use after all,” 


“Break one stem and I will haunt you down myself.” 


David grinned at that, under the impression that she was joking. “We will meet again 
someday, my fierce wife. Let's hope your resolve is as firm as you Say.” 


Michal lowered him from the windowsill which he had to crawl through. She looked after the 
dark silhouette leaving in the shadows for a few moments before picking up her action again. 
She got a statue from the doorway, utterly useless in her opinion but David had insisted she 

gave it a place in the house. She carried it over to the bed, struggling with the sheer weight of 


the stone. Only when it was finally on the bed and covered with a blanket did she put her 
hands on her hips and nodded to herself. That would be an acceptable imitation of David. 


It was. 


Good enough at least to get the group of soldiers at her door agitated enough to begin 
shouting and knocking like wild men. 


They had only seconds ago looked through the window to see a still form beneath the 
blankets and were convinced it was David. 


“Open up bitch, we know your husband’s in here!” One of them shouted. 


Michal sat cross legged on the other end of the room directly in front of the door carefully 
inspecting her nails. It had been three hundred and ninety seconds since David fled through 
the window. He had clearly not yet been spotted as the soldiers were at her door instead of 
following him. She would stall them for as long as she could. 


“What for?” 
“For us for fuck’s sake.” 
“For you of for fuck’s sake?” 


“Oh fuck off. Just open that damned door and let us in, we’re not gonna hurt you if you 
comply” 


“How can you guarantee?” 
“T Can.” 


Saul’s voice boomed through the door and jostled Michal in her place. She should have 
expected Saul himself to show up here and yet she hadn’t quite been prepared to resist him.” 


“Saul. How good to hear from you. You won’t believe the crazy rumors I've been hearing at 
court.” 


“What rumors.” 
“They say that you intend to kill my husband, how silly isn’t it?” 


“Yes, very silly, 1 am only here to talk.” Even with the thick wooden door between them 
Michal could imagine the deadpan face he must be making on the other side. 


“Sweet, compliant daughter of mine, I must now ask you very nicely to remove the blokkade 
you have put up at your door. I understand that your actions are done out of fear and impulse 
so 1 won’t hold any of this against you but you have to see reason. Just let us in” 


“T don’t think I want to. How about you David? Hmm, that’s what 1 thought” 


“He’s awake!” The men on the other end began to shout at each other like it was 
groundbreaking news. Saul turned his attention directly to the man of the house. 


“David, wise son of mine. Now that you are awake you too must be baffled with the erratic 
actions of your wife. Open the door for me, will you? I am only here to talk.” 


Michal bit her lip, still staring at the stone stool that was supposed to keep them out. they had 
stopped pushing against it to give a false sense of security but she knew that it wouldn’t take 
them very long to get in using brutal force should they decide so... 


The men on the other end of the door must have thought the same thing because the silence 
had only lasted so long when they rammed it open. Five men stormed in right after each 
other. one pushed her against the wall holding her hands together to keep her from struggling 
too hard. She stiffened her arms but complied otherwise. He was stronger than her, this kind 
of fight would be useless. 


Saul stood just in front of the doorway now, holding his hands at his side. He shook his head 
slowly at her like it was a tragedy to see her like this. There were many more men outside. So 
much more even, it looked like an army. One small army to kill one man. Those are nasty 
odds, she thought. 


It only took the men who had swarmed in seconds to come back out of the bedroom carrying 
the statue. 


“What the fuck do you think you’ re doing with that statue?” Saul snapped at the slender man 
carrying it on his shoulders. 


“We found this in the bed sir. Michal must have used it as decoy” 


“Decoy? Me? Never! Mister Peter is only here because I felt lonely. Must you judge me on 
that?” 


“And why did you feel lonely?” Saul spoke slowly after letting a long, painful, silence fall 
over them. Fuck , she misspoke. 


“Why do any of us feel lonely?” 


Saul had not hit her before, which was honestly a feat considering her ability to annoy him. It 
wasn’t entirely unheard off in households either. Children have to obey, and sometimes 
violence is called upon as a last resort when they don’t. 


Maybe it isn’t a feat on his patience and her compliance that he hadn't hit her before. maybe 
they had simply never spent enough time together to get properly angry yet. His hands are 
strong and hardened by all the swordfighting. 


She takes the hit with ease, shakes her head and turns her eyes back on Saul 
“You disappoint me daughter” 


The same could be said for you . Michal nods like she’s saying he is right. Fighting is useless 
at this stage. He steps in closer, towering over her like she is an enemy on the battlefield. 


“Where is he?” 


“T don’t know” She has some clues, dumbass probably went straight for the nearest town to 
hide out there. Or worse even, Samuel’s house. 


“Think carefully daughter, lie to me again and you lose the rest of my respect.” 
“Respect I never had.” 


Saul looks like he wants to hit her again, she can see the fantasy flash before his eyes. And 
she understands, really. If she was as strong and big as him she would do the same on the 
regular. The urge to destroy stuff must increase with your ability to do so. What is the use of 
throwing a punch if it won’t leave a mark? 


He doesn’t, which must speak for some trace of fatherly love. She knows full well if he 
wasn’t her dad he would have had her skinned alive. 


Samuel turns around, ignoring her now which is probably best. She watches as he begins to 
command his fighters. She almost feels bad for them, Saul is so angry his neck has turned red 
and she has no doubt this is the beginning of a wild goose chase throughout the land. She 
walks back inside. looking her door up and down like that would make it pop back into its 
hinges. 


Hidden 


Chapter Summary 


David has to explain some things to Jonathan, who doesn't believe him. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


David had to hide the night away in the bushes. He was covered in scrapes and bruises from 
his wild run through the mountains hoping to outrun Saul and his men. The chilly night air 
gripped him, took his breath, made him feel more awake than ever. 


The next day he walked back, the same way he had gone. He had to see Jonathan again, what 
would he think? 


Would Jonathan believe his innocence, that he would never willingly leave his loved one 
behind? 


“Your father. He is out to kill me.” 
"No, he's not. I’m sure it is just some misunderstanding.” 
“When have I ever lied to you?” 


“He is my father David. I trust him. He would never do such a thing... Not without telling me 
about it first.” 


David shook his head, trying to calm down. The rage he felt inside his chest was not meant 
for the man in front of him and he would not take it out on him. David looked down, at the 
sand at his feet, in his sandals between his toes. sand was a constant part of his life. As easily 
accepted as he had taken Jonathan as a natural part of his life. They talked, hushed voices as 
if they were scared to be overheard in this place deep within the fields where David had 
brought Jonathan to hide away. 


“Just... Let me fix this alright? I am sure that if i can talk to him...” 
“Do not tell him where I am. If you value my life.” 


“Give me two days... Please.” 


“Of course.” David said easily. He would spend his life in this hidden meadow if Jonathan 
asked him to. Which meant that it was a good thing that he would never ask. The same way 
David would never ask Jonathan to leave with him. “I will see you after two nights.” 


He waited there, easily on a rock. He ate whatever he could find and used the food from his 
bags to eat in order to avoid setting a fire. 


Jonathan showed up with fresh clothes and food. “Here.” was the first thing he said. He sat 
on the rock in the shade watching David change and pack his bags more efficiently. 


“My father is out to kill you.” 
“Hmmm.” 
“I’m so sorry...” 


“Don’t.” David looked up from his crouched position as he had finished gathering his stuff. 
He stood up and stepped closer to Jonathan. His friend. The man he had loved so much with 
so little effort. The man he loved like it was breathing. Their faces were so close he could 
count the stubble on his chin and his lips softly grazed Jonathan’s jawline. “I have loved you 
with everything I have. I will keep loving you even if we are apart.” 


Jonathan didn’t give him an answer, instead his arms shot forward and he wrapped David into 
a smothering embrace. His chest shook and the sound of a strangled cry came out of his 
chest. David felt his own heart being crushed, in the fist of some outer force. they cried there, 
together in the safety of their own spot. 


“T love you... I will keep loving you.” 
“We will be together Love, in another time.” 


David had to force himself to unleash his grip on Jonathan’s back. His face was stained with 
the salt of his tears he felt nauseous with grief. 


“Now go. and do not think about returning here until...” 
David smiled thinly, “Goodbye Jonathan. May we meet again.” 


May we meet again soon... 


Chapter End Notes 


Welp... That's the fic. 


There is honestly so much more that i originally had planned but it had to physically 
force myself to write the last few paragraphs and also it's all downhill from here. 


Although i cannot take this seriously looking back on it. I really did love the writing 
process whilst 1 was first writing it. Younger me had a blast, hope someone else can 
enjoy it as well. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


